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ATTACK ON THE SUGAR STEAMER 
EMPIRE PARISH BY GUERILLAS. 


A rew days after Gen. Grover had occupied 
Baton Rouge, the guerillas made a daring attack 
upon one of the sugar steamers called the Empire 
Parish, while she was tied up at the landing taking 
in her cargo, 44 miles below Baton Rouge. The 
attack was so sudden that the first impulse of Mr. 
Reid, the agent for the vessel, was to get into 
shelter, but recovering his presence of mind he gave 
orders to cut the boat loose from the moorings, 
which was done with great expedition. When our 
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Artist visited the vessel he found her iets 
riddled with bullets ; the pilot-house had been espe- 
cially fired at,and had not the crew taken shelter 
behind the sugar hogsheads ail would have been 
killed. 

The escape of the boat from capture was miracu- 
lous, and great credit is due the offieers and men on 
board, for the able manner in which they succeeded 
in getting her safely out of reach of the guerillas. 
The captain compliments all hands for their 
bravery, energy and promptness, and the history of 
these terrible times presents few such examples of 
devotion as that shown by the assistant engineer, 
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Chris. McGill, who fell at his post. 
martyr to his fidelity to those who had employed 
and trusted him. When he discovered the gueril- 
Plas on shore, he sprang to his engine for the pur- 
pose of letting on steam. He was hailed from the 
shore, and told that if he attempted to start the 
boat he would be killed. He persisted and was 
saluted with a volley of bullets, one taking effect 
in the forward part of his face, breaking his nose; 
another inflicting a severe and probably fatal wound 
inthe hip. He then staggered ever to the other 
side of the boat to inform the chief engineer, who 
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was on duty at the other engine, of what had hap- 
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He was just shaking hands with his frie’ °' 
and trying to tell 


him that he was morte 


wounded, when another ball passed through li. 


heart, 


and he died instantly. 


Most of the parties on board protected themsely :. 
by dodging behind the sugar hogsheads, and },). 
Reid was advised to seek the same protection, bu 
refused to avail himself of it, and was consequent 


badly wounded, and, 
lies in a very critical condition. 
quite serious. 


we understand, that he n 
His wounds aiv 
Mr. Reid is a son, we believe, “' 


the celebrated Capt. Reid, late ef the United State- 
Navy, whose name was rendered historical in cou - 
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neetion with the privateer Gen. Armstrong, during 
the last war with Great Brituin. He has been for 
some time engaged in commercial business in this 
city, and is agent for the Marion and other New 
York steamers. ey . 

We are glad to hear that Mr. Reid is recovering 
from his wounds. 


Barnum’s American Mureum. 


\ ISS LAVINIA WARREN, the exqui- 

sitely interesting little Queen or Beavty, 
21 years old, only 32 inches high, and weighing but 
30 pounds, yet of model form and grent heauty; is to 
be seen ut all hours, with COM. NUTT, and other 
curiosities, SPLENDID DRAMATIC PERFORM. 
ANCES daily, at 3 and 74 o’clock r, mM. 
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Summary of the Week. 
CAPTURE OF ARKANSAS POST. 

Tue Union arms have met with a great 
success on the Arkansas river. After the 
defeat at Vicksburg, Ger. McClernand, who 
hud assumed chief command, planned the 
capture of Arkansas Post, a very strong po- 
tion on the first bluff up the Arkansas river, 
and 70 miles from its junction with the Mis- 
sissippi. This being the highway to Little 
Rock, the cupital of the State, was garrisoned 
by 7,000 troops, and being on one of the 
sharp bends of the river, the guns of the fort 
that had been erected at that point could 
easily have swept from the waters any vessel 
that might attempt to pass up the stream. 
The levee formed a kind of ready-made 
breastwork for riflemen and others, who 
would have soon cleared the decks of any 
siuall vessels—and large ones could not have 
ascended the river—of any pumber of men 
attempting to man the guns. Thus it would 
have appesred to have been an impossibility 
for our troops to have reached the capital of 
Arkansas from the Mississippi river while 
the rebels held the position. A square fort, 
with bastions, had been erected, and was 
titted up with nine guns, four of which were 
3¥-pounders, one 100-pound Parrott gun, and 
the remainder of good size. All these, with 
a large quantity of munitions of war, have 
fallen into our hands. 

After leaving the mouth of the Yazoo, the 
fleet, under the command of Gen. McCler- 
nand and Admiral Porter, slowly and leisurely 
steamed up the Mississippi river to Mont- 
gomery’s Point, at the mouth of the White 
river, and arrived there on the 9th January, 
being just one week in making 210 miles. 
At Milliken’s Bend, where such a large sup- 
ply of dry wood was obtained in going down, 
another similar supply was taken in by the 
flect. 

The expedition was next divided into two 
parts or army corps, one being under the 
eommand of Gen. G. W. Morgan, the other 
under command of Gen. W.'T. Sherman, but 
beth under the supreme command of Major- 
Gen. McClernand, Commander-in-Chief of 
the ‘‘ Army of the Mississippi.” One of these 
two army corps went up the White river, 
while the other took the route up to the Ar- 
kansas river, both forces co-operating in the 
vicinity of the rebel position at Arkansas 
Post. The naval forces were under the chief 
command of Admiral Porter, of the Missis- 
sippi fleet. 

Ou Friday, Jan, 9, our gunboats com- 
menced a heavy cannonade, while the land 
forces dcbarked two miles below, and took 
up a position in the rear of the defences. 
The main fort, which is very :trong, sur- 
rendered on Sunday, the 11th of Jan., after 
a desperate defence. Six rebel regiments 
were captured then, and two Texan regi- 
ments, which came the next day to reinforce 
the place, fell also into our hands, making 
in all 7,000 prisoners, 9 picces of artillery 
ind an immense stock of ammunition. The 
loss in killed and wounded was about 500 of 
the rebels and 200 of the Union troops. The 
Lexington, gunboat, had four men killed. 

Arkansas Post was settled by the French 
in 1685, and was for many years the deposi- 
tory for all the peltries of this region. Arkan- 
sas county is situated in the east-south-cast- 
ern portion of the State, and contains 1,200 
square miles, or 768,000 acres. It is inter- 


sected by the river of its own name, and the 
White river duws along its eastern bordor. 
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The surface of the country is generally level, 
and some valuable prairie land is in the viein- 
ity, about one-third of the county being oc- 
eupied by a portion of the grand prairie, 
which is the largest in the State. The soil 
of this part is very fertile, and adapted to 
the culture of both corn and cotton. The 
rivers are navigable for flat-bottomed steam- 
boats during the greater part of tne year. 
Arkansas county had in 1860 a population of 
8,844, of whom 3,923 were white, and 4,921 
were slaves. Of the free, 2,094 were males, 
and 1,829 were females. Of the negroes, 
2,603 were males, and 2,318 females. It will 
thus plainly appear that the garrison was not 
supplied from the county only in which the 
fortifications were built, although doubtless 
all the able-bodied males were conscripted 
by the rebels. 


NORTH CAROLINA. 

The Empire Brigade. Gen. Spinola, and 
another brigade have arrived ut Newberue to 
reinforce Gen. Foster. When his force is 
completed, it will be called the 18th Army 
Corps, and will number over 40,000 men. 

NEW ORLEANS. 

We have advices from New Orleans to the 
8th inst., by tho arrival nat thie port of tho 
steamship Illinois. Most of Gen. Banks's 
troops had arrived, and had been sent to 
Baton Rouge. Nothing was known regard- 
ing his plans, but he was notidle. We re- 
ceive by this arrival further particulars of 
the affair at Galveston, but the facts are very 
nearly as before reported. Admiral Farragut 
had seat the Brooklyn, the Sciota and half a 
dozen others of his best vessels to recapture 
the Harriet Lane at all hazards, and, if possi- 
ble, to destroy the rebel gunboats, but nothing 
had been heard of the expedition in New 
Orleans at the time the Illinois left. 

A correspondent at New Orleans writes, 
under date of Jan. 3, that the advance of 
Gen. Banks from Baton Rouge would not 
probubly take place before the 20th Jan., as 
the preparations necessary for the reduction 
of the formidable rebel entrenchments could 
not possibly be completed before that time. 

TENNESSEE. 

From Nashville we hear that on the 13th 
Jan. Gen. Wheeler, with 4,000 rebels and 
12 pieces of light artillery, attacked our rellef 
and store ships coming up the Cumberland 
river, and succeeded in capturing five store- 
ships and the gunboat Slidell. Several of 
the boats contained wounded solciers, who, 
in jumping from them while burring, were 
shot in the water. The negro crews were 
stripped of their clothing, tied to trees, cow- 
hided and left tostarve onshore. The boats 
were all anchored in midchannel and burned, 
after being robbed of valuables. The officers 
and soldiers were stripped of clothing, placed 
on shore and paroled. 

Despite the glowing eulogiums passed by 
Jefferson Davis upon Gen. Bragg for his 
‘glorious victory” of Murfreesboro’, as the 
rebel chief termed it, was so unsatisfactory 
that he has been superseded by Gen. Long- 
street, who, with 13 brigades, taken from the 
army under Gen. Lee, had arrived. The 
rebel forces are now under Longstreet’s com- 
mand at Chattanooga. It is said they num- 
ber 50,000 men, and that a battle between 
them and Rosecrans may be looked for very 
soon. 

MISSOURI. 

On the 7th Jan. a rebel force of 6,000 men, 
under Gen. Marmaduke, had, by a forced 
march of 80 iniles, the last 50 of which they 
accomplished in 23 hours, advanced upon 
Springfield, and without giving notice to 
allow the removal of women and children, 
commenced to fire upon the town. Gen. 
Brown, who was there with about 2,600 men, 
made so gallant a defence that the enemy 
were repulsed. Upon Gen. Brown having 
his arm carried away by a shot, Col. Crabbe, 
of the 19th regt., suecceded to the command, 
and completed the victory. The Union loss 
was 17 killed and about 80 wounded; the 
rebel loss unknown. They left 35 of their 
dead in our hands. The enemy retired with 
precipitation, and by the last accounts Gen. 
Curtis had sent thre. columns of troops to 
pursue them. The 3d and 4th Michigan 
cavalry and the 18th Lowa regiments particu- 
larly distinguished themselves. ‘The battle 
lasted 13 hours. 


NOTES AND NOTICES. 

By the capture of a dispatch-box from the 
rebel Government, while on its way to Europe, the 
public has been put in possession of some curious and 
autheotic information ae to the condition of ofsirs in 
the South. A long dispatch from Mr. Benjimin, 
Davie’s Secretary of State, to Mr. Slidell in Varia, 
details to the latter what are regarded by the rebel 
Goverument as conclusive evidences of French inter 
ference to procure the separation of Texas from the 
“Confederacy.” It may be that Mr. Benjamin has 
dixcovered one of those ornithologieal phenomena 
calicl “ mare’s nests; but he is meverthelens ja 
earnest, aud deeply alarme |, to the extent of ordeving 
the French consuls at Galveston aud Richmond to 
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leave the country, and to the extent also of urging on 
Messrs. Mason and Slidell to commuuieate the facts 
to the Government of Great Britain, with a view to 
obtain its concurrence in defeating the scheme of 
Louis Napoleon. 

Mr. Benjamin suspects that “the Emperor of the 
French has determined to conquer wad hold Mexico as 
a colony, and is desirous of iuterposing a weak power 
between his new colony and the Confederate States, 
tu order that he may feel sccure ogainst any intor- 
forence with his designs ou Mexico.” This is not an 
improbable conjecture, aud may be taken as iadicst- 
ing what would be the poliey of foreigu nations 
towards the parte of a disrupted Union. Itis apolicy 
which would be practised towards the South as well 
as the North, and shows with what eagerness and 
impatience the vultures of Europe are waiting to prey 
on the fragments of a country which, us a whole, 
commanded respect and inspired a wholesome fear. 

Auother dispatch from Mr. Benjamin te Mr, Slidell, 
evidently intended to be communicated to foreign 
goveruments, contains a summary of what are called 
** Confederate successes” during the summer and fali 
campaigns, which are represented as unbroken tri- 
umphs for the rebel arms. It is in the florid Southern 
style, and its facts are of the sort born of fervid 
Southern imaginations. Mr. Slidell is told that the 
losses sustained by the National armies during these 
campaigns are unparalleled in history, except by “ the 
disastrous retreat from Moscow.” These losses, 
“ without any pretension to exact accuracy,” are put 
at 49,500. Why Mr. Benjamin hesitated to put it at 
the exact round number of 350,000 is not clear, except 
on the supposition that, notwithstanding his modest 
disclaimer, he did really aspire to “ exact aceuracy.” 
Altor thia atatement, no vue Will be surprised WO learn 
that the battle of Antictam is claimed us a splendid 
Southern victory, in which the National troops were 
* completely driven from the field.” 

We have heard a great deal about rebel iron-clads 
fitting out in England, and some timid people have 
had their apprehensions aroused lest they might some 
day slip inte New York or Boston, and lay these cities 
under contribution. The fact that George Sanders, as 
appears from the intercepted papers, is the contractor 
for these vessels, will go far to allay these fears, 

And while on personalities, it appears that Mr. 
Edwin De Leon, our late Consul-General in Egypt, is 
the commissioned smbassador of the rebele to tht 
great power, the Press of Europe. Mr. Benjamin in- 
forms him under date of Dec. 13, that he hopes to send 
him some money s00n, whieh will enable him te “ em- 
brace the press of Centrai Europe in his campaign.” 
There are few abler or better men in the rebel service 
than Mr. De Leon, and he will achieve more for Mr. 
Benjamin than pompous Mason or intriguing Slidell, 
Mr. James Spence, of Liverpool, whose disinterested 
advocacy of the South through the press is somewhat 
notorious, it turns out !s the “ financial agent” of the 
Confederacy in England, ‘“‘ which aeeounts for the 
milk in that cocoa-nut.” 

One of the most significant features of the dispatch- 
es of Mr. Momminger, the rebel Secretary of the 
Treasury, is the complete confession of Southern 
financial «isability, He has nuthing wherewith to 
pay for what is wanted from Europe. Ina letter to 
Mr. Spence he states that he has $2,£00,000 in gold 
and silver, but fears to attempt to send it abroad, lest, 
probably, it should be unable to slip through the 
“ inefficient blockade.” The manner in which he pro- 
poses to use it, however, is ingenious, and exhibitsa 
perfect reliance on the co-operation of the Govern- 
ment of Great Britain in his favor. He proposes te 
Mr. Spence to make purchases against it, by which 
operation it will become the property of British sub- 
jects, whom, he has ne doubt, ‘the British Govern- 
ment would permit one of its vessels to take it over for 
them!’ Uf this device would apply to gold and silver, 
why not equally to cotton, turpentine, tobacco or any 
other property which might, by a similar operation, 
become the property of British subjects? No! Mr. 
Memminger, British war vessels will not be permit- 
ted to evade the legitimate effects of a blovkade any 
more than British merchantmen. The Treasurer has 
another device for. raising moncy, by means of cotten 
bonds; whoreby cotton is to be hypothecated at the 
rate of ten cents per pound, aud the bonds sold at 50 
per cent. on their faco, the cotton to be delivered at 
the Gulf ports whenever demanded by the holder of 
the bonds, or within six months after the establish- 
ment of peace, and meantime to beur interest at six 
per cent. Those bonds would be called Down East, 
a “rathor rosky investment.” 


Ir was Marshal Saxe who said: ‘“* We 
should know how to profit by victory, and not merely 
rost content, as many do, with holding possession of 
the fiold of battle.” This military axiom docs not 
seem to have been acted on by the Generals, North 
or South, during this war. ‘The rebels failed to fol- 
low up Bull Run; we allowed thom to got unmo- 
lested out of Maryland, after Antietam. The retreat 
of Bragg from Murfreesboro’, after all, can hardly 
have been so very “ mobbish” as it was said to be. 
They seem to have carried everything with them that 
belonged to themselves, except their wounded left at 
Murfrevsboro’, and also to have carried off every- 
thing that they captured from us in the way of pri- 
souers, guns and small arms, We shall hope that 
our Generals will come to study well and settle 
firmly in their minds the words of Marshal Saxe. 


Tne dissatisfaction of our “ misguided 
Southern brethren” with thcir Goverument sccms to 
be more demonstrative, if not as widespread, as is 
that with our own. The incompotency of Davis is a 
fruitful subject of scornful and denunciatory com- 
ment, We wive a single bloodthirsty extract from a 
lute article in the Richmond Lxraminer: “ The French 
in their revolution had an easy way of getting rid of 
such characters: they chopped off their heads. They 
felt it necessary, as all subsequent opinion has ac- 
knowledged, to push their revolution through to a 
climax, at any cost, and though often with tears and 
sorrew, they guillotined the public meu that leaned 
back agaiust the harness, Their: revolution suc- 
cveded, und owed its succcss only to its excesses.” 

A story Is going the rounds of Washing- 
ton circles which is rather “‘ hard” on Gen, Pope, who 
is studiously ae ‘used by his enemies of an irrepres- 
sible tendency to exaggermtion.. It runs thus: A 
chaplain reading the Bible to the sick soldiers in one 
of the hospitals, hit upon the story of Samsun and 


the incident of his slaying the thousands of Phills- 
tinex with the jawbone of an axs, when he was sud- 
denly interrupted by a wounded man, apparently 


asleep, with the inquiry, 

“ Who told that story?” 

“It is from the Bible,” solemnly responded the 
chapl un, 

“ Well, hang nt if I didn’t think it was a diapatch 
signed ‘John Pope, Major-Geucral Commanding!” 


It is well kpown taat no good fecling has 





existed between Gens. MeDowell anc Sigel, and yroat 
blume has been east on the latter for allowing certain 

‘ories derogatory to McDowell, la wh'ch his name was 
mixed np, to go uncorrected. This bad feeling lias 
eviuced itself in a modified degree, in the McDowcl| 
Court of Inquiry, in which Sigel was a witness. Going 
one day to the Court, an old acquaintance hailed Me. 
Dowell with, ‘‘ What are you doing now?” “Oh! | 
fights mit Sigel |’? was the quick reply. 


Tux folly of attempting to override the 
ostabiished rules of war in reference to any political 
purpose has just been illustrated by Jeff Davis, in hig 
Message, in which he announces that no officers of 
the National army who may be taken prisoners s hall 
be paroled or exchanged, until the President’s im. 
ancipation Proclamation shall be revoked. This is « 
game that two can play at, and has called out a cor 
responding counter order from Gen. Hallock. 


Tue financial condition of the country is 
now attracting scrivus attention, The large issuc of 
paper currency has unsettled all the old standards of 
value, aud caused a large appreciation of prices. Au. 
other hundred millious has just been issued for the 
payment of the army—a payment which had bevane 
absolutely necessary to secure its existence. Lut it 
is a grave question if any more legal tender notrs 
should be put out on the country, The Government, 
nevertheless, r ust have money, or the war must 
stop. Whatthe Government wante is an instantly 
available medium by which to pay its creditors, and 
what the people do not want is a further inflation of 
the currency. Can these apparently incompatible de. 
mands be reconciled? There can be no room for 
doubt that thoy are entirely roconeileable by the eroa. 
tion of « new issue of legal tender notes, bearing such 
interest us will keep them out of circulation. The 
most convenient and practicable rate of interest jx 
three and sixty-five one-hundredths per cent., or one 
cent per day for every one hundred dollars. Such 
notes being legal tenders, they would be immediately 
available to the Government to pay its debts, and 
bearing a fair rate of interest, they would be hoarded 
up instead of being set afloat to swell an already 
bloated circulation, They would be a safe, handy 
and desirable investment for every man having sur. 
plus funds. They weuld be sought after eveorywhiore 
throughout the country for that purpose. The de. 
posit accounts in our bavks, now swelled to enormous 
proportions, would go down like magic, and with 
their fall down wil! go the price of gold, and the un. 
healthy desireto ptr hase and speculate in everything 
and anything which now prevails like an epidomiv. 


AMONG the important documents bearing 
on the history of the dissstrous Peninsular campaign, 
brought out during the McDowell inquiry case, Is the 
following letter from President Lincoln to Gen. Me- 
Clellan : | 

CXKCUTIVE MANSION, } 
WASHINGTON, Feb, 3, 1862. | 

MAJOR-GEN. MCCLELLAN—MY D#AR Sin: You 
and I have distinct and different plans for a move- 
ment of the army of the Potomac—yours to be down 
the Chesapeake, up the Rappahannock to Urbana. and 
acress land to the terminus of the railroad on \ ork 
river—mino, to move directly to a point on the rail- 
road south-west of Manasens. If you will give satis 
factory answers to the followiug questions I shall 
gladly yield my plan to yours: 

1, oes not your plan involve a greatly larger ox- 
penditure of time and money than mine: 

2. Wherein is a victory more certain by your plon 
than mine? 

3. Wherein is a victory more valuable by your plan 
than mine? 

4. In fact, would it not be less valuable in this 
that it would break no great line of the enemy’s vom- 
munication, while mine would? 

5. In ease of disaster, would nota safe rotreat be 
more difficult by your plan than by mine? 

Yours truly, A. LINCOLN. 


JEFFERSON DAVIS’S ANNUAL MESSAGE. 


Tue Richmond papers give us the text of 
this remarkable document. After briefly referring to 
the campaigns since his last message ho gays: 

“The advent of peaco will be hailed with joy. Our 
desire for it has never been concoaled. But earnest as 
has been our wish for peace, and great as have been 
our sacrifices and sufferings during the war, the deter- 
mination of this people has with each succeeding 
month become more unalterably fixed to endure any 
suffering and continue the sacrifices, however pro 
longed, until their right to self-government and the 
“overeignty and independence of these States shall 
have been triamphan:ly vindicated and establishod.” 

He points out the ono-sidedness of Eurepean policy, 
but has no complaint to offer, He enlarges upon the 
cruelty with which the Northern States have carried 
on the war, especially citing the conduct of (en. 
MeNeil in hanging seven hostages, He also denounces 
Gen. Mi.roy’s late conduct in Western Virginia, His 
chief indignation, however, is reserved for (cn. 
Butler, whom he thus stigmatizes : 

“The Government of the United States, after pro 
mising examination and explanation in relatiou to 
the charges made against Gen, B, F, Butler, has, by it6 
subsequent action, nfter repeated efforts on my part 
to obtain some auswer on the subject, not only admit 
ted his guilt, but sanctioned it by acquiescence. 

* IT have accordin ‘ly branded thie criminal as su 
outlaw, and directed lh # execution, in expiation of his 
orimes. if he should fall into the hunds of any of our 
forces.” 

He is also very severe upon President Lincolu’s 
Emancipation edict, which he leaves to the common 
humanity of the world to pass judgment on, 

He urges the enactinent of a law to hasten the fund- 
ing of the outstanding Treasury notes, fixing the ulti 
mate period for this purpose not later than the | st of 
July next, so as to cffect the withdrawal of note’ 
issued prior to tho ist of last Deoember : 

“ If to this be added a revenue from adequate («x* 
tion, and a negotiation of bonds guaranteed to the 
cral States, as has been already gencrously pro} osed 
by some of them, there is little doubt we shal! se 
ovr finances restored to a sound and satisfactory ©! 


dition. 1 be 


. 

* {cis true, at the close of the war our debt 
large, but it will be due to our own people, and neither 
the interest nor the capital will be exported to «stan! 
countries, impoverishing ours for their benctit. 

After several financial remarke he congratulat-st 
Southern States apun the wonders their valor ha» P 
formed, 
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A patent has been issued for making W! 
fro sorghum, and for the process of fermen! tio 


The wine produced has, when two years old the 
flavor of nice Madeira, and is a pure, bavigorstits 
and «lightly exhilarating beverage. This wine, it !* 
stated, has ocen tosted satisfactorily at the State airs 
of the past voar in Ohio and Indiana, and prom . 
be a wreat addition to our agricultural product It 
posresses the slightly acid quality characteristic of 
the products of sorghum, and has been found 4 mr 


valuable tonic, end very efficacious in casvs of dys)!” 
wth. 
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CONGRESS. 


Monpay, JAN. 12.—SenaTE.—A bill was 
introduced to aid Western Virgivia in the more speedy 
and final abolishment of slay in that State. It was 
referred to the Judiciary Committee. The Presideut 
was requested to inform them what mexsures have 
been adopted to enforce» the provisions 01 the Confis- 
ention Act, ete, The Committee on the Conduct of 
the War h id a similar inquiry directed to them, espe- 
cially reg irdieg the District of Columbia. Notice was 
given of a bill to consolidate regiments in the field, 
and to facilitate the return of ab-ent soldicrs to the 
army. The bill to p‘ovide for the further issue of 
bonds and United States notes was passed. Th bill 
to raise volunteers for th> defence of Kansas was car- 
ried by 23 to 13. 

Hovuse.—Mr. Colfax, of Indiana, made an effort to 
take the matter of the reduction of paper from the 
Committee on Ways and Means, but filed. Mr. 
Stevens, of Pennsylvania, introduced a bill for the 
raising of 150,000 tr ops of Airican descent. 


TUESDAY, Jan. 13.—SENATE.—The President was 
called upon for the correspondence between himself 
and the British Government, relative to the capture 
of British vessels attempting to break the blockade. 

Hovusté.—Business unimportant. 


WEDNESDAY, Jan, 54.—SKNATE—The Judiciary 
Committee reported back the House bill granu aid 
for the emancipation of slaves in Missouri, with an 
amendment. The Military Committee reported back 
the bill to consolidate the regiments now in the field. 

HousE.—A resolution providing for the immediate 
Ea of tho army and navy was adopted. A reso- 
ution directing the arrest of Simon Stevens, for con- 
tempt in refusing to answer questions before the 
Select Committee on Government Contracts, was 
otoates. A bill to groviae for a military and postal 
road between New York and Washington was refer- 
red to the Select Committee on the subject. The re- 
mainder of the session was occupied in an interesting 
debate on the war and national politics. 


TK "'RSDAY, Jan. 15.—SENATE.—The credentials of 
Mr. Buckalew, Senator for Penusylvania, were pre- 
sented. The bill for oy ped to pay the 
troops was agreed to, The bill making provision for 
West Point was passed by 29 to 19. 

Hovst.—No public interest, 


Faipay, Jan. 16.—SkNATE.—The Finance Com- 
mittee was directed to inquire into the expediency of 
making an appropriation to encourage emigration 
from Europe to the United States. A resolution 
offered by Mr, McDougall, of California, directing an 
inquiry into the construction and capabilities ef our 
iron-clad vessels was rejected by a tie vote. Another 
petition from Wm. Cornell Jewett, asking for the 
adoption of the peace poliey of uls 1 


—— The branch mint, San Francisco, coined $16,- 
000,000 during 186%. 

—— Gen, Alien, of the Washoe Times, and Col 
Warren, of the California Farmer, are in the agonies 
of a severe discussion on the modesty of sporting 
wariike titles, when they never go near a battic-ficlu. 


—— A bill is before the Legislature of New Jersey, 
prohibiting the immigration of aay negrors whoin 
the war bas converted oF may convert into freemen. 


—— The bankers of New York met Mr. Chase at 
Mr. Cisco’s private house om Saturday, Jan. 10, but 
no satisfactory arrangement was made, 

—— John A. Morris, a quartermaster in the navy, 
committed suicide at his lodgings in Bayard strect, 
on the 9th Jan, 


—— Judge McCunn presented a stand of colors to 
his old regument, the New York 37th, on the Sth Jan. 
The affair took place at Alderman Fuarley’s house. 
The Judge was formerly their Colonel, and is much 
beloved by his men. 


— Rhode Island must bad State to die in. In 
the city of Providence, durMg the last year, 92 per- 
sons aged 70 years or upwari died, two of whom 
were 90 or upward. In Newport 30 porsons over 70 
yea's of age died during the last year, the oldest of 
whom was 102 years old. In Portsmouth, four per- 
sons died who attained the ages respectively of 
97, 90, 87 and 79; while iu ‘Tiverton, where only 16 
deaths occurred in the year, nine were persons over 75 
years of age. 

—— Philadelphia is in a state of panic. A mystcri- 
ous being, called the Green Boot Man, steals upon un 
suspectiug females and robs them in unfrequented 
streets after dark, Some maintain that it is merely a 


joke. 


—— Senator Sumner read to the President on Tues- 
day night, the 12th of January, an eloquent letter 
from Mr’ George Livermore, of Boston, acknowledg- 
ing the receipt of the steel pen, with an ink-bespat- 
tered, Droken, wooden h ©, with whigh the Presi. 
dent sigued the New Year’s proclamation. Mr. 
Livermore’s claim to ite possession is founded upon 
his * historical research” us to the opinions of the 
founders of the Republic respecting negroes as 
slaves, citize:s and soldiers, a copy of which was 
presented to the President while he was engaged in 
writing the Proclamation. This paper was read be- 
fope the Historical Socrety of Boston, and has been 
printed for private distribution, 


~— At moyen Brown county, N. Y., the ice 
gave way, and 37 ladies and gentlemen were precipi- 
tated into the water; 27 were drowned, 

— On the 1lth of January some evil-disposed 


rson bored a hole in the embankment of the Sylvan 
ke skating pond, Hoboken, by which the water 





Horace Greeley and Mr. Vallandigham, was presente 
and laid on the table. The bill providing aid to Mis- 
souri to emancipate her slaves, was called up by Mr. 
Henderson, of that State, who made a speech advocat- 
iug its passage. It was then postponed, 1s was also 
the bill for the consolidation of regiments in the field, 
after some debate. 

Houst.—After the consideration of a number of 
private bills, the bill providing for the enlargement ot 
the Michigan and Mississippi Canal, and also for the 
enlargement of the Erie and Oswego Canals, was 
taken up, but finally gave way to the bill to provide 
ways and means for the support of the Government, 
which was debated in Committee of the Whole until 
the adjournment, without a conclusion. 


EPITOME OF THE WEEK. 


Domestic.— Attempts have already been made in 
Vermout to manufacture maple sugar. Trials last 
week proved that the sap ran well. This is owing to 
the extremely mild season, 


—— Col. John Q. Adams, of Gov. Avdrew’s staff, 
now in W: shington, received a letter from his tather, 
Hon. Charles Francis Adams, Minister to Enyland, 
January 13, from which it «ppears that the relation 
of the Embassy with the Court of 5st. James are more 
cordial and pleasant now than at any time previously 
since Mr. Adams went to London. 


—— 4 prominent Senator told the President, a few 
days since, that Gen. Butler has shown more brains 
jab ~ “gue than all the rest of the 300 Generals he 

made. 


—— Missouri bogds have risen 24 per cent. since 
the 28th Dec, 

—— Ina note to the Daily Advertiser, Richard H. 
Dana, Jr., Esq., acknowiedges that ive has received, 
through Messrs, Stearns, Hobart & Co., of Bombay, 
the sum of $1,000, the gift of a Hindoo gentleman of 
that city, Kursandas Madhavadas, with a request that 
it may be given for the relief of some family which 
has suffered iu this war. 


—— A Mrs. George Shaw, moving in the very best 
society in ‘Toronto, C. W., has been detected in + hop- 
lilting to a very great extent. It was her practice to 
dispose of the stolen goods smovg ber fashionable 
friends at low prices, stating that she was selling 
them to help a poor woman, who v/anted to get rid ot 
her stock in trade, 


——At the Poorhouse in Pittsford, Vt., two paupers, 
respectively 67 and 54 years of age, were recently 
married. ‘ae reason given by the overseer of the 
poor for this proceeding is, that he was crowded for 
room, and guined the use of an apartment by the 
operation. 


—— The Washington correspondent of the New 
York Commercial Advertiser says that Mr. John Van 
Buren and other gentlemen who are engaged in “ re- 
storing the Union” will not fancy a law which Sena- 
tor Sumner has introduced into Congress, which 
punishes all who correspond with the rebels by a fine 
not exceeding $10,000, and by imprisonment not lcss 
than six months nor ane | five yeors. If Ameri- 
oan citizens abroad commit this crime, they are to be 
tried before the first District Court under whose 
jurisdiction they may be fouad on their return. 


—— The Pennsylvania Argus, Greensburg, Jan. 7, 
says that Col. Sacket, a disbursing officer in New 
York, is a defuulter to the amount of $700,000. 


—— There was coined at the mint, in Philadelphia, 
during December, 5,430,000 cents, and yet the cry is 
for more. A year ago there was quite an outcry 
against the Government because it iesucd the nickels 
80 plentifully; now people cannot get enough of 
them, although it is well understood that they are 
not by any means worth their nominal value. 


-— The Senate Post-Office Committee will soon re- 
ert ” bill for # p:atal railroad route direct from 
Vashington to New York. ‘The necessity for it has 
Jong been felt and patiently endured. 


— The President. has determined to dismiss Gen. 
Stecle from the service, for having violated the regu- 
latjous and the law in returning fugitive slaves. 


—— The cargo of the George Griswold consists of 
12,81% barrels of flour, 575 boxes of bread, 50 barrels 
of pork, 167 bags of corn, 125 barrels of bread, 50 bar- 
= 0! beef, 402 boxes ef bacon, 9 tierces and 2 bags 
of rice. 


— The Hudson River Railrond Company have just 





paid off their entire (loating debt, amounting to 
$750,000, besides taking care of all their mortgages 
and putting tncir road in complete order, The earn- 
mgs of the roud for the last month were rising §400,- 
000, and the rate of carvings per annum is about 20 


per cent. ou the cost, 


— An Engtish poper suggests that it would be as 
appropriate to wear u hoopskirt in riding on horse- 
hack asio skating. ‘The reasons would be obvious to 
my one who should watch the lady skaters on our 
various ponds or lakes, brushing by euch other and 
flinging their petticoats high iatheair. The opportu- 


nity for the study of comparstive anatomy is excel- 
lent. and it is casy to note the difference between a 
well made leg and the contrary. 





— The second anniversary of the Christian Alli- 
ance was held at the City Assembly Rooms on the 
1ithof January. From the reports furnished upon 
the occasion it os that the society is in quite a 
flourishing condition. Rev. Dr. Tyng presided upon 
the occasion, Addresses were delivered by Rev. Drs. 
Gillette, Robinson and vthers. 


— An old unmarried farmer, named Abraham 
Hershee, died in West Hemptield, Lancaster county, 
Penn., last week, and after his burial $53,000 in gold 
and silver were found in his house. 


—— The Common Council of Newark, N. J., have 
decided to redeem their corporation currency when 
resented in sums of $25 and upwards, ‘This notice 
8 intended fer the benefit of brokers. 


—— There was considerable delay and some slight 
accidents in steam navigation in this harbor ou the 
15th instant, in consequence of the dense tog, which 
continued ail the morning. The steamer City of 
Hartford ran on arock near Hell Gate and sunk, No- 
body was burt. 


-— ‘The Brooklyn City Court hee gives a verdict 
of $2,779 19 aguinet the City Railroad company, for 
injuries to a passenger, caused by the refusal of the 
> rremeel to stop the car long enough for her to get 
off. 


—— The boot and shoe dealers of this city met on 
the 15th, and adopted aretition asking for relief in 
reierence to the various taxes 0. their trade. Seve- 
ral patriotic speeches weiv imude. 


—— The Legislature of Massachusetts, on the 15th, 
clected a United States Senator—the Hon. Charles 
Sumner—by a vote of 227 to 43 for Josiah G. Abbott, 
two tor C, F. Adams, and two for Caleb Cushing. 


— Gov. Ramsay, Republican, of Mi ta, has 
been elected te the United States Senate from that 
State, in place of Heary M. Rice, Democrat, whose 
term expires in March next, 


—— A Toronto paper states that gold has been dis- 
covered oa the Sascatchewan, in Canada, east of the 
Rocky Mountains. 


—— The pirate Alabama has captured two more 
ships. One was burnt; the other, containing an Eng- 
lish cargo, was relensed upon the captain giving a 
bond for the value of the ship. 


— Gen. Hunter and staff have sailed for Port 
Royal. 


—— The Commencement of the Medical College 
connected with Yale Univeriity took place in New 
Haven on Friday — Dr. Judson Boardman 
Andrews delivered the valedictory, and Prof. Henry 
Bronson addressed the newly-fledged M. D.’s, of 
whom 11 were graduates. 


— The Governor of New Hampshire has post- 
poned the draft in that State sinc die. It was to have 
taken place on the 8th inst. 


Southern and Western.—The wife of Gen. 
Grant was one o/ the prisoners taken by the rebels at 
Holly Springs. She was immediately released by 
Gen. Van Dorr, and returned to her husband under 
escort. 


— Jefferson Davis made a speech at Jackson 
Miss., Dec. 26, full of bitterness. He said he woul 
never consent to a reunion with the North, Referring 
to rebel victories, he claimed a success at Antietam, 
where he asserted the Federal forces outnumbered 
the rebel four to one. Jeff then again turns the cold 
shoulder to his former Democratic friends in the free 
States. Jeff will not be a party to the schemes of 
Northern politicians, as he distrusts their ability to 
carry the people with them, and to save his neck from 
the jeopardy impending over it as long as the Con- 
feleracy remains uvestablished. In his speech at 
Richmond, Davis was even more inselent than in his 
Mississippi address. He said that the rebel armies 
were engaged in fighting “ the offecourings of the 
carth,” and that if the Confederacy had the choice be 
tween unitiog with hyenas and Yankees, it would 
choose the hyenas. 


— Mr. Boyce, of South Carolina, said in 1851: “ I 
object, in strong terms as I can, to the secession of 
South Carolina. Such ia the intensity of my convic- 
tion upon the subject, that if secession should take 
place, 1 sha/l consider the institution of slavery 
doomod, and that the great God, in our blindness, has 
made us the instruments of its destruction.” 


— The Prairie (Ark.) Gazette says: A correspon- 
dent has sent us a Minuie bullet and a cartridge libel 
which were taken from the cartridgce-box of ndead rebe 
on the battle-field of Prairie Grove, immediately after 
our recent glorious victory there. ‘The label hus * EB. 
& A. ludiow, Birmingham,” on it. Our correspond- 
ent well says, “ without the uid of England, the bat- 
tle of Prairie Grove would never have been fuught.” 


— We are indelrted to Capt. W. E. Blake, Provost- 
Marshal of Fortress Mowroc, for No. 17 of tie 





Southern /Uustrated News. it is dated Richmond, Sat- 
urday, January 3, 1863, and has a very diugy, whitey- 
brown look. tt supports the thile of Ulustrated by a 
miserable woodcut of Admire] Franklin Buchanan, 
another «till more miserable looking weodcut of Gov. 


Letcher, . winds up with a rude etching of eu 
adjutant’s t, 








—— The Confederate Congress, which adjourned on 
the 13th of October, reassembled on the 12th January 
in Richmond, 


Naval and Military.—Neg!cy’s division lost 
at Murircesboro’ 1,550, ‘liey went into action 8,000, 

—— In Aprilthe term of 38 New York regiments 
willexpire. These enlisted fortwo years. Among 
these aro the far-famed H.vkius’s Zouaves, whe 
will, no doubt, enter the regular service. In addition 
te these, all the niue months’ regiments of New 
York, Massachusetts, New Jersey and Peunsylvania 
will be up atthe same time. This will :educe our 
army to a very low standard. 


—— The Washington correspondent of the New 
York Herald says: * The finding of the Court in the 
case of Gon. Porter yesterday was made at eight 
o’clock P.M. It is, of course, subject to the approval 
of the President. The Court adjourned sine die, It 
is unanimously conceded that Gen. Porter is fully ex- 
onerated| from the blame imputed to him in the 
charges preferred by Gen.Pope. Gen. Hunter leaves 
immediately for his department in the Ariel from 
New York. Gen. B. M. Prentiss leaves for an impor- 
tant command, to be hereafter assigned him, within 
24 hours. His destination is undoubtedly to the 
West. The other Generals composing th: Court will 
immedi:tely resume their positions in the field.” 


— 325 members of the Anderson troop, who mu" 
tinied and refused to take part in the battle of Mur 
freesboro’, are now confined at Nushville, in a 
building formerly used as a smoke-house. 


—— Work is rapicly poogresein on the iron-clad 
Tonawanda, at the Philadelphia Navy Yard. Al- 
though her tonnage will be very heavy, she will carry 
a guns. Those, however, will be of the largest 
calibre, 


P. nal.—?. T. Barnum is telling the people of 
the Western part of the State “How to Make 
Money.” He is busy writing a sequel to it, ‘* How to 
Keep It.” 

—— Dr. Mahony, who Was sent to Fort Lxuathyette 
by Mr. Stanton, has been releasec, and his returned 
to the editing of his paper, the Dubuque Herald, la. 


—— Gen. Curtis is confined to his bed by sickness 
at St. Louis, Mo. 


—— Father Waldo, the vetcran preacher and revo- 
lutionary soldier, completed his 100th year on the 10th 
of September. He preached iu Syracuse Dec, 2s. 


—~ Charles Dickens is spending the winter in 
Paris, where he is about giving public readings from 
his own works, the proceeds to go to the Lancashire 
operatives’ relicf fund. 


—— Col. Wall, who was sent to Fort Lafayette last 
year for presumed disloyalty, by order of Mr. Secre- 
tary Cameron, has becn elected Senator from New 
Jersey. By a singular chance Mr. Secretary Cameron 
was rejected by Pennsylvania the same day for a simi- 
lar honor—Mr. Buckelaw, a Wonservative Democrat, 
receiving the appointment, 


— Gen. Butler received a perfect ovation at 
Faneuil Hall, Boston, upon his recent visit, 


—— Mr. Simon Cameron will return to St, Peters- 
burg in a few days, to resume his fuuctions as Min- 
ister. . 


—— Senator Field, of New Jersey, has been ap- 
pointed U.8. District Judge for that State. 


Obituary.—Right Rev. G. J. Mountain, Lord 
Bishop of Quebec, died at Quebec on January 13, 
aged 74 -years. He came to Canada with his 
father, the tirst bishop of the Eoglish Church in C.- 
nada, when a boy, and has filled many of the most 
important offices in the church, He was formerly 
Bishop o/ Montreal, and at one time had both Lowet 
aod Upper Canada under his charge. 


—— David Stafford, one of the sufferers of the Wy- 
Oming massacre, celebrated by the poet Campbell, 
died at Turner, N. Y., lately, aged 94. 


— Gen. Aibert C. Greene, a prominent member of 
the Rhode Island bar and an eminent citizen and po- 
litician of that State, who held in his day several 

ublic offices, ard won the esteem of bis friends and 

‘ellow-citizens of all parties, for his ability and ho- 
nesty, died at the age of 71 yeurs, in Providence, on 
the 8th inst. He was the son of verry Greene, a bro- 
ther of Nathaniel, one cf te leaders of the Revolu- 
tionary army. 


—— Ex-Governor Branch, of North Carolina, died 
at Enfield, N.C., on the 4th inet , in the 86th year of 
his age. Governor Brazch was a State Senator from 
181] to 1817, also in 1822, and again in 1834 He was 
elected Governor in 1817. He wan a United States 
Senator from 1823 to 1829, and a Representative in 
Congress in 1831. In 1829 he was eupelated Secretary 
of the Navy by President Jackson. In 1835 he was a 
member of the North Carolina Consti*utional Cou- 
vention, and in 1843 he was appointed Governor of 
Florica. Since then he has lived in private life. 


— Professor James Renwick, a distinguished 
savan, dicd on the 11th aa. At ihe age of 22 
Mr. Renwick graduated at old Columbia College, i 
this city, and 13 years thereafter filled he chairof 
Professor of Chemistry and Natural Philosophy in 
that institution, continuing in that si ion until 
about eight or nine years ago, whon his increasing 
years admonished him to withdraw from the some- 
what laborious duties incidental to his office as 
instructor, He bore the churacter of a careful, 
thorough and industrious teavher. He was also an 
author o! considerable ability, having written a num- 
ber of valuable biographies, besides several works on 
chemistry, natural philosophy, geology and kindred 
subjects. Uls —- public services were per- 
formed in 183%, when he served as one of the com- 
missioners for the exploration of the vorth-eastern 
bound ry. This exploration, it will be remembered, 
led to the famous Ashburton treaty in the year 1842. 
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drowned on January 16. He, with two other blin@ 
boys, went ona pond for the purpose of ons 
when the ice broke; alter a long effort to effect his 
coscue, Osborn annk, and could not be recovered in 
time to save his life. 

— A train on the Central road came neur meeting 
with a serious accideut at State bridge on Thursday 
evening The engine ran into a tree which had fallen 
icrogs the track, and was thrown down ahigh em 
bankm.vt intot e Tioughnioga river. Fortunateiy 
the coupling broke, and nove of the cars followed. 
One of the firemen was slightly injured. 


Foreien.—The Empcror of Austria has just en- 
nobled a kk ungarian Jew—an unusual act of liborality 
which creates much comment in the empire. 


—— Smoking a olay pipe and kissing the cook were 
the allegutions brouvbt aguinst a heartless husband 
in a suit for divorce in the London Cuurt. 


— A Copenhagen letter says that the second 
daughter of Prince Christian of Deumark, aged 15 
sister to the Princess Alexandra, will be alfianced to 
the Hereditary Grand Duke of Russia, aged 19. 


— The Empress Eugenie has named her favorite 
horse Stonewall Jackson. 


— Baron Rothschild, M. P. for London has hada 
new staircase put up in hie house of Carrara marble, 
at a cost of $150,000. 


— The Queen of England has caused an oak to be 
planted on tue spot where the late Prince Albert 
ceased his last day’s hunting. ‘The tree is to be 
known as the Prince Consort’s Oak, 


—— Tamaro, the tenor, who was here some years 
ago, and sung in the ‘‘ Huguenots” and other operas 
with Poinsot, has probably been lost at sea. The 
Pirata of Turin states that the sai'ing vessel mm which 
he left Europe for South America was wrecked, and 
that no information iis yet been received regarding 
the fate of the passengers. Tamaro had formed a new 
opera troupe for the South American cities, and was 
on his way thither with his lyric forces. 


—— The new maus.leum erected by Queen Victoria 
at Frogmore having been solemnly conseorated, the 
remaius of the late Prince Albert were on the 18th 
remove from 8:. George’s Chapel to the tomb pre- 
pared for them in the mausoleum. The Queen had 
taken an active part in the proceedings, aud the Court 
Circular adds that Her Majesty, though much over- 
whelmed with giief, had borne the touching event 
without any additional injury to her health. 


— The new Cabinet of Turin has declined any 
farther negotiation with France respecting the Roman 
question. The influence of Louis Napoleon is on the 
wane in Europe. 


—— The Spanish Cortes approve the action of Gen. 
Prim in withdrawing from Mexico. Some o! the 
Spanish grandees were very outspoken in their 
opinion of the Frepch Emperor. 


—— The London Daily News dilates with great 
satisfaction on the proceedings of the New York 
Chamber of Commerce in regard to the Lancashire 
sufferers. It says the movement is proof not only of 
deep sympathy for their kinsmen, but a good feeling 
toward the Queen and the country at large, and be- 
lieves the sympathy to be a new bond of union. 








— Two bales of cotton grown at Belize, Hon- 
duras, have recently been shipped from that port to 
New York, weighing 150 pounds each. Thequality is 
admirable. 


—— After the interview of the Prince of Wales with 
the Pope of Rome, young Bomba, ex-King of Naples, 
wished to see him, but the Prince courteously declined 
the intended honor, Mrs. Bomba has left the young 
despot and gone to her parents. 


—— The Paris correspondent of the Morning Post 
(London), December 22, svys that France and England 
ure io strict accord on American policy, which is to 
be perfect neutrality. 


—— The Colonial railway deleg ition has sucoecded 
in engaging the British Gover iment to advance the 
sum of £3,000,000 for the construction ef a railway 
from Halifax to Quebec. Canada is to assume 5-12ths 
of the liability, and the two Lower Provinces 7-12ths 
between them, 


—— The latest accounts from Japan state, that des- 
pite the recent revolution in that country, the life of 
foreigners would not be safe but for the presence of 
the British and French men-of-war, the commanders 
of.which have notified that sy | more outrages will be 
followed by the destruction of Jeddo. 


—— Among others, the learned Jews are comiug 
out in their denunciations of Bishop Colenso’s extru- 
ordinary ignorance of Hebrew, as manifested in hiv 
late work denying the inspiration of the Holy Scrip- 
tures. Among these are Dre. Adler and Bevisch. 


— The Paris Moniteur announces that five flags 
captured by the French in Mexico have been brought 
to Paris and presented to the Emperor. They are to 
be placed in the Invalides. 


—— The shock of an earthquake was felt in several 

arte of Algeria, at midnighr, on the 20th of Novem- 

sr. All the clocks stopped whioh taced north avd 
south. Those which faced cast and west a 
It is inferred, therefore, that the shock passed from 
north to south. 


— Experiments recently made in England prove 
that paper pasteboard be(ter resists shot from cannon 
than hard teak wood, Two targets were constructed 
with o e-luch plate-irou—the ove backed by 14 inches 
in thickness of teak wood, the ether backed by the 
same thi-kness of pasteboard. They were fired at 
with a Whitworth six-pounder, using elongated shot, 
five and a half inches in length and two and a half in 
diameter, and the penetraticn was found to be twice 
ag great in the timber-backed target as it was In the 
paper one. The targets were then fired at with a 





ccident; d Offences.—A* the transport 
Lilie, igen’ eit here on Saturday, January 10, was 
ony = through Gravesend Bay, the arch of one of 
ner furnaces gave way, aud the second and third en- 
gineers and two firemen were killed by the csecaping 
steam. 


—— Isaac T. Wright, of East Savdwich, Mass., 
was shot on the 10th of January, a few rode from his 
own house, while returning trom his brother’s, As 
his purse and gold watch were untouched, it is sup- 
posed that revenge was the motive. 

— The Rev. Mr. Hagar, of Chicago, has been ac- 
cused by one lady of pinching her shoulder, and by 
another of treading on her toe. Bishop Whitchouse 
is investigating these grave charges. 

—— A daughter ef Mr. Harris C. Woodruff, of 
Westfield, Conn , aged 16 years, was drowned while 
skating on January 3. Three other young ladics who 
were with her got into the water iu their efforts to 
save her, and two of them when rescued were with 
difficulty resuscitated. 


— A Union officer named Capt, Weigier, sta 
tioned at Baltimore, shot a citizen named James 
Roach, at the Monument House Hotel, on the 12th of 
January. It was the result of liquor and political 
discussion. 

—The boys of Washington have invented a game 
which partakes of the insane. One boy puts his fin- 
gers on a block of wood, while another boy stands on 
the other side withalhatchct. Boy No, 1 calla out 
* Strine!” and the fun consists in Ccrawing the hand 
away before boy No. 2hite, On the ith a boy had 
three of his fingers cut off while playing at it. Al- 
though done in play, the police took the “ finger chop- 
per” iuto custody, to put a stop to the barbarous 
sport. 

—- Two brothers, named Lewis and Stephen 
Bovthe, living with their mother in Vhillipstown, 
Vutnam county, while intoxicated engaged in a quar- 


rel, onthe 6thinst. Lewis stabbed lis brother, who 
died the aext day. The mother was the only witness 
of the travsaction 

—~ A blind boy, named Juhn Osborn, an frmate 


of the Alunshouse oa Blackwell's Isluud, d\, ¥., was! 


twelve-p der, and with like results. 


— The Yelverton m:rriage case has at last been 
brouyht to a close in Edinburgh, the decision being in 
favor of Mrs. Yelverton. 


—— The steamer Wallenstcin ws shipwrecked near 
the Cape of Good Hope, on October 13—all the cargo 
was lost. The Christy Minstrela were among the 
passengers, and lost all their instruments and dresses. 
‘There was also on Doard no less than 20 clergymen of 
the Dutch Reformed Church, on their way from Port 
Natal to Cape Town, to attend the Synod. 


—— Mexican advices state that the French army had 
commeuced the advance on Puebla. One division ot 
12,000 had procecded 12 leayrues from Orizaba, Gen. 
Donai is reported to have reached Amozoc from 
Vera Cruz, and Gen. Berthier had advanced from 
Jalap: toward Perote, where the Mexicans had taken 
the gun¢ from the fort to Puebla. Th: French troopx 
who returned from Tampico had gone to Jalapa; 
1,000 mules and 259 wagous from New York had 
reached Vera Cruz. 


— The Mexican Consul at Havana states that his 
Government feels deeply the refusal of the American 
Government to aid a republi: strugglin ainst a 
mouarchy, and etill more that it should aid their ene- 
mies. 

— The statue of Columbus was uncovered at 
Cardenas, Dev. 25, amid great rejoicings. : 

— The ‘Siecle states that tue population of the 
Tonian Islands is albout 300,000; Corfu, *5,000; Copha- 
louia, 91,000; Zante, 65,000; Santa-Maura, 25,000; 
Ithuca, 8,500; Paxo, 10,000; und Cerigo, 900, 

—— An English geutieman naiwned Jim Mace, styling 
himself Champion of the World, has offered to fight 
he whole luman race, 


Wirre Hanps.—Goodyear’s India-rubber 





gloves are an infallible remedy tor chapped hands, 
aud for giving the skin « soft and white appearance, 
No lady should be without them. They cre aleoa 
ert ‘re fu. salt rheum, and other pritations of 
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THE WOOD FIRE. 


BY JENNIE K. GRIFFITH. 


THROUGH weariest weeks I could not bear 

The odor of coal, nor its fierce red glare, 

And they gave me a wood fire, fragrant and 
rare. 


It was my mother—its pitying gaze 
Pierced through the fever’s unrest and haze, 
And was her dear hand in a thousand ways. 


How it would sparkle in eddying whirls, 

"Round the resinous knots, like dancing 
girls, 

Or as water at river bank purls and purls. 


It would call me away from my look on the 
street, 

When I shuddering felt that the pitiless feet 

Of the great world over me swept and beat. 


Calling aloud, as a child might do, 
A little laugh running each syllable through, 
To come there, and hark to a story it knew. 


A story of life in the wild wood land, 

Where, shoulder to shoulder, and hand to 
hand, 

The great tree armies in phalanx stand. 


It knew all the timid, wild things, that hide 
Startled and shy, and gentle-eyed, 
In the leafy covers and dingles wide. 


It had looked in brooks at the speckled 
trout, 

And swung the wee birds in their hammocks 
about, 

While the fathers did duty as spy and scout. 


Watching the camp fires flashing afar, 

By the glow-worms lit, as the blue skies 
are 

Lighted at evening, star by star. 


Bringing back word when the locust’s fife, 

The woodtick’s drum and the wild camp 
life 

Told of the drilling for insect strife. 


Then after the shock of the battle was done, 
The thunderous, roaring bumblebee’s gun 
Boomingly told of the victory won. 


But, better I loved to be told of the fays, 

Of the fairies, the elves and the golden 
days 

That have shone in the woods always, 
always. 


And better still was the story it told, 

That April published, in blue and gold, 

Of the breeze, the sun, and the throbbing 
mould. 


Mimicking notes that the spring birds know, 

It told me how soon all the valleys would 
glow 

With trailing arbutus, or whiten with snow, 


Of the sweet wedding favors of cherry and 
plum. 

How the great apple orchards, where honey- 
bees hum, 





Would joy beyond telling that May was 
come. 

That the peach-trees, the pear-trees, and all 
their wild kin, 

Flashing out their white wealth of appareling, 

Would look at its beauties the still brooks in. 


The woods tender grow with the tenderest 
sheen, 
Full of bland odors from buds unscen, 


} 


The smell of fresh earth and birch leaves 
green. 

Ah! I was sick with the longing for these, | 

Homesick for meadows and mountain trees, | 


The brown, bare hills, and the strong wild! 
breeze. | 


I thought they could heal me, and draw from 
my heart 

All of the city’s sharp sting and smart, 

All taint of hollowness, sham and art— 


Else I must die, for it could not be 

This life was my life, and true to me, 

Where no warmth thrilled and no joy sprung 
free. 





Here} a \book]from 'the’mantel, with heavy 
thud, 

Fell out on the floor, and a shining brood 

Of sparkles took flight fromethe burning 
wood. 


I had been sleeping—the while had lain 

My hand in another’s, that charmed the 
pain, 

While life welled back to its pulses again. 


Without was winter, but loving care 

Made it summer within, with the wood fire 
rare, 

And I thanked the Father in silent prayer. 


PRIZE STORY 


No. 3. 





THE CHILDREN OF THE PUBLIC. 


By Felix Cartcr. 





CHAPTER IV.-—CONTINUED. 


I knew very well that no harm could happen to 
her in two hours of an autumn afternoon. I was 
not sorry for her congé, for it gave me an vppor- 
tunity to follow my own plans. I stopped at one 
or two cabinetmakers, and talked with the “jours” 
about work, that I might tell her with truth that I 
had been in search of it, then I sedulously began 
on calling upon every man I could reach named 
Mason. Oh! how often I went through one phase 
or another of this colloquy. 

**Is Mr. Mason in?” 

** That’s my name, sir.” 

Can you give me the address of Mr. Mason 
who returned from Europe last May ?” 

** Know no such person, sir.” 

The reader can imagine how many forms this 
dialogue could be repeated in, before, as I wrought 
my way through a long line of dry-goods cases to 
a distant counting-room, I heard some one in it 
say, “No, madam, I know no such person as you 
describe,” and from the recess Fausta emerged 
and met me. Her plan for the afternoon had been 
the same with mine. We laughed as we detected 
each other; then I told her she had had quite 
enough ef this, that it was time she should rest, 
and took her, nolens volens, into the ladies’ parlor 
of the St. Nicholas, and bade her wait there through 
the twilight, with my copy of Clementine, till I 
should return from the police station. If the 
reader has ever waited in such a place for some 
one to come and attend to him, he will understand 
that nobody will be apt to molest him when he 
has not asked for attention. 

Two hours I left Kausta in the rocking-chair, 
which there the public had provided for her. Then 
I returned, sadly enough. No tidings of Rowdy 
Rob, none of trunk, Bible, money, letter, medal or 
anything. Still was my district sergeant hopeful, 
and, as always, respectful. But I was hopeless 
this time, and I knew that the next day Fausta 
would be plunging into the war with intelligence- 
houses and advertisements. For the night, I was 
determined that she should spend it in my ideal 
“respectable boarding-house.” On my way down 
town, I stopped in at one or two shops to make in- 
quiries, and satisfied myself where I would take 
her. Still I thought it wisest that we should go 
after tea; and another cross street baker, and an- 
other pair of rolls, and. another tap at the Croton 
provided that repast for us. ThereI told Fausta 
of the respectable boarding-house, and that she 
must gothere. She did not say no. But she did 
say she wonld rather not spead the evening there. 
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“ There’ must be some place open for us,” said she. | 


“There! there is a church bell! The church is 
always home. Let us come there.” 

So to evening meeting we went, startling the 
sexton by arriving an hour early. If there were 
any who wondered what was the use of that Wed- 
nesday evening service, we did not. In a dark 
gallery pew we sat, she at one end, I at the other, 
and if the whole truth be told, each of us fell asleep 
at once, and slept till the heavy organ tones taught 
us that the service had begun. A hundred or more 
people had straggled in then, and the preacher, 
good soul, he took for his text, “‘Doth not God 
care for the ravens.” I cannot describe the ineffa- 
ble feeling of home that came over me in that dark 
pew of that old church. I had never been in so 
large a church before. I had never heard so heavy 
an organ before. Perhaps 1 had heard better 
preaching, but never any that came to my occasions 
more. But it was none of these things which 
moved me. It wasthe fact that we were just where 
we had a right to be. No impudent waiter could 
ask us why we were sitting there, nor any petulant 
policeman propose that we should push on. It was 
God’s house, and because His, it was His child- 
ren’s. 

All this feeling of repose grew upon me, and as 
it proved upon Fausta also. For when the service 
was ended, and I ventured to ask her whether she 
also had this sense of home and rest, she assented 
so engerly, that I proposed, though with hesitation, 
a notion which had erossed me, that I should leave 
her there. 

“TI cannot think,” I said, “‘ of any possible harm 
that could come to you before morning.” 

“Do you know I had thought of that very same 
thirig, but I did not dare tell you,” she said. 

Was not I glad that she had considered me her 
keeper! But I only said, ‘“‘ At the ‘respectable 
boarding-house’ you might be annoyed by ques- 
tions.” 

**And no one will speak to me here. 
that from Goody Two-Shoes.” 

“T will be here,” said I, “at sunrise in the 
morning.” And so I bade her good-bye, insisting 
on leaving in the pew my own great coat. I knew 
she might need it before morning. I walked out, 
as the sexton elosed the door below on the last of 
the downstairs worshippers. He passed along the 
aisles below, with his long poker which screwed 
down the gas. I saw at once that he had no intent 
of explering the galleries. But I loitered outside 
till I saw him lock the doors and depart; and then, 
happy in the thought that Miss Jones was in the 
safest place in New York—as comfortable as she 
was the night before and much more comfortable 
than she had been any night upon the canal, I went 
in search of my own lodging. 

“To the respectable boarding-house ?” 

Not a bit, reader. I had no shillings for respect- 
able or disrespectable boarding-houses. I asked 
the first policeman where his district station was. 
I went into its office, and told the captain that I 
was green in the city; had got no work and no 
money. In truth, I had left my purse in Miss 
Jones’s charge, and a five cent. piece, which I 
showed the chief, was all I had. He said no word, 
but to bid me go up two fights and turn into the 
first bunk I found. I did so; and in five minutes 
was asleep in a better bed than I had slept in for 
nine days. 

That was what the public did for me, that night. 
I, too, was safe ! 

I am making this story too long. But with that 
night and its anxieties the endhascome. At sun- 
rise I rose and made my easy toilet. I bought and 
ate my roll—varying the brand from yesterday’s. I 
bought another, with a lump of butter, and an 
orange for Fausta. I left my portmanteau at the 
station while I rushed to the sexton’s house, told 
his wife I had lost my gloves in church the night 
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before—as was the truth—and easily obtained from 
her the keys. In a moment] was in the vestibule— 
locked in—was in the gallery, and there found 
Fausta, just awake, as she declared, from a com- 
fortable night, reading her morning lesson in the 
Bible, and sure, she said, that I should soon ap- 
pear. Nor ghost, nor wraith had visited her. I 
spread for her a brown paper tablecloth on the table 
in the vestibule. I laid eut her breakfast for her— 
called her, and wondered at her toilet. How is it 
that women always make themselves appear as 
neat and finished as if there was no conflict, dust 
or wrinkle in the world. 

{Here Fausta adds, in this manuscript, a paren- 
thesis, to say that she folded her undersleeves 
neatly, and her collar, before she slept, and put 
them between the cushions, upon which she slept. 
In the morning they had been pressed—without a 
sad-iron. ] P 

She finished her repast. I opened the church 
door for five minutes. She passed out, when she 
had enough examined the monuments, and at a 
respectable distance I followed her. We joined 
each other, and took our accustomed morning 
walk; but then she resolutely said, ‘‘ good-bye,” 
for the day. She would find work before night— 
work anda home. AndImustdothe same. Only 





The Children of the Public go to a New York 
:. 3) Church. 


when I pressed her to let me know of her success, 
she said she would meet me at the Astor Library 
just before it closed. No, she would not take my 
money. Enough, that for twenty-four hours she 
had been my guest. When she had found her aunt 
and told her the story, they should insist on repay- 
ing this hospitality. Hospitality, dear reader, 
which I had dispensed at the charge of six cents. 
Have you ever treated Miranda for a day and found 
the charge so low? When I urged other assist- 
ance she said, resolutely, “No.” In fact, she had 
already made an appointment at two, she said, 
and she must not waste the day. 

I also had an appointment at two; for it was at 
that hour that Burrham was to distribute the cy- 
clopedias at Castle Garden. The Emigrant Com- 
mission had not yet seizedit fortheirown. I spent 
the morning in asking vainly for Masons fresh 
from Europe, and for work in cabinet shops. I 
feund neither, and so wrought my way to the ap- 
pointed place, where, instead of such wretched 
birds in the bush, I was to get one so contemptible 
in my hand. 

Those who remember Jenny Lind’s first triumph 
night at Castle Garden, have some idea of the crowd 
as it filled gallery and floor of that immense hall 
when I entered. I had given no thought to the 
machinery of this folly. I only know that my 
ticket bade me be there at 2P.M. this day. But, as 
I drew near, the throng, the bands of policemen, 
the long queues of persons entering reminded me 
that here was an affair of ten thousand persons, 
and also, that Mr. Burrham was not unwilling to 
make it as showy, perhaps as noisy an affair as was 
respectable, by way of advertisiug future excur- 
sions and distributions. { was led to seat No. 
3671 with a good deal of parade, and when I came 
there I found I was very much of a prisoner. I 
was late, or rather on the stroke of two. Imme- 
diately, almost, Mr. Burrham arose in the front 
and made a long speech about his liberality, and 
the public’s liberality, and everybody’s liberal- 
ity in general, and the method of the distribu- 
tion in particular. The mayor and four or 
five other well-known and respectable gentle- 
men were kind enough to be present, to gua- 
rantee the fairness of the arrangements. At the 
suggestion of the mayor and the police the doors 


would now be closed, that no persons might inter- 
rupt the ceremony till it was ended. And the dis- 
tribution of the cyclopedias would at once go for- 
ward, in the order in which the lots were drawn— 
earliest numbers securing the earliest impressions ; 
which, as Mr. Burrham almost regretted to say, 
were a little better than the latest. After these had 
been distributed two figures would be drawn—one 
green and one red, to indicate the fortunate lady and 


gentleman who would receive cespectively the pro- 
fits which had arisen from this method of selling 
the cyclopedias, after the expenses of printing and 
distribution had been covered, and after the maga- 
zines had been ordered. 

Great checring followed this announcement from 
all but me, Here I had shut myself up inthis hum- 
bug hall, for heaven knew how long, on the most 
important day of my life. I would have given up 
willingly my cyclepedia and my chance at the 
“ profits,” for the certainty of seeing Fausta at five 
o'clock. If I did not see her then, what might be- 





fall her, and when might I see heragain. An hour 
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before this certainty was my own, now it was only 
mine by my liberating myself from this prison. 
Still I was encouraged by seeing that everything 
was conducted like clockwork. Frem literally a 
hundred stations they were distributing the books. 
We formed ourselves into queues as we pleased, 
drew our numbers und then presentcd ourselves at 
the bureaux, ordered our magazines and touk our 
cyclopedias. It would be done, at that rate, by 
half-past four. An omnibus would briag me to the 
Park, and a Bowery car do the rest intime. After 
a vain discussicn for the right of exit with one or 
two of the attendants, I abandoned myself to this 
hope, and began studying my cyclopedia. 

It was sufficiently amusing to sce ten thousand 
people resign themselves to the same task, and 
affect to be unconeerned about the green and red 
figures which were to divide the “ profits.” I tried 
to make out who were as anxious to get out of that 
tawdry den as I was. Fpur o'clock struck, and the 
distribution was not done. I began to be very im- 
patient. What if Fausta fell int» trouble? I 
knew, or hoped I knew that she would struggle to 
the Astor Library, as to her only place of rescue 
and refuge—her asylum. What if I failed her 
there? I who had pretended to be her protector! 
“Protector, indeed!” she would say, if she knew 
I was at a theatre witnessing the greatest folly of 
the age. And if I did not meet her to-day when 
should I meet her? If she found her aunt, how 
should I find her? If'she did not find her—good 
God! that was worse—where might she net be 
before twelve hours were over? Then the fatal 
trunk! I had told the police agent he misht send 
it to the St. Nicholas, because I had to give him 
some address. . But Fausta did not know this, and 
the St. Nicholas people knew nothing of us. I 
grew more and more excited, and when at last my 
next neighbor told me that it was half-past four, I 
rose and insisted on leaving my seat. Two ushers 
with. blue sashes almost held me down, they 
showed me the whole assembly sinking into quiet. 
In fact, at that : oment, Mr. Burrham was begging 
every one to be seated. I would not be seated. I 
would go to the door. I would go out. ‘Go, if 
you please !” said the usher next it contemptuously. 
And I looked and there was no handle! Yet this 
was netadream, It is the way they arrange the 
doors in halls where they choose to keep people in 
their places. I could have collared that grinning 
blue sash. I did tell him I would wring his pre- 
cious neck for him, if he did not let me out. I said 
I would sue him for false imprisonment; I would 
have a writ of habeas corpus. 

“ Habeas corpus be d——d!"" said the officer, with 
an irreverent disrespect tothe palladium. “If you 
are not more civil, sir, I will call the police, of 
whom we have plenty. You say you want to go 
vut; you are keeping everybody in.” 

And, in fact, at that moment the clear voice of 
the mayor was announcing that they would not go 
on until there was perfect quiet; and I felt that I 
was imprisoning all these people, not they me. 

* Child of the Public,” said my mourning genius; 
“are you better than other men?” So I sneaked 
back to seat No. 3671, amid the contemptuous 
und reproachful looks and sneers of my more 
respectable neighbors, who had sate where they 
were toldto do. We mustbe through in a moment, 
and perhaps Fausta would be late also, If only the 
Astor would keep open after sunset! How often 
have I wished that since, and for less reasons! 

Silence thus restored, Mr. A——, the mayor, led 
forward his little daughter, blindfolded her, and bade 
her put her hand into a green box, from which she 
drew outa green ticket. He took it from her, and 
read, in his clear voice again, ‘‘ No. 2973!" By this 
time we all knew where the “two thousands” sat. 
Then “nine hundreds” were not far from the front, 
so that it was not far that that frightened girl, 
dressed all in black, and heavily veiled, had tu walk, 
who answered to this call. Mr. A—— met her, 
helped her up the stair upon the stage, took from 
her her ticket, and read ‘“ Jerusha Stillingfleet, of 
Yellow Springs, who, at her death, as it seems, 
transferred this right to the bearer.” 

The disappointed nine thousand nine hundred 
and ninety-nine joined in a rapturous cheer, each 
man and woman, to show that he or she was not 
disappointed. The bearer spoke with Mr. Burr- 
ham, in answer to his questions, and with a good 
deal of ostentation, he opened a cheque-book, 
filled a cheque and passed it to her, she signing a 
receipt as she took it, and transferring to him her 
ticket. So far, in dumb show, all was well. What 
was more to my purpose, it was rapid, for we 
should have been done in five minutes more, but 
that some devil tempted some loafer in a gallery to 
ery ‘Face! face!” Miss Stillingficet’s legatee 
was still heavily veiled. 

In one horrid minute that whole amphitheatre, 
which seemed to me then more cruel than the 
Coliseum ever was, rang with a cry of “ Face! 
face!’ I tried the counter cry of “Shame! shame!” 
but I was in disgrace among my neighbors, and a 
oounter-cry never takes as its prototype does cither. 
At first, on the stage, they affected not to hear or 
understand, then there was a courtly whisper be- 
tween Mr. Burrham and the lady, but Mr. A——, 
the mayor, and the respectable gentlemen instantly 
inte: fered. It was evident thatshe would not unveil, 
and that they were prepared to endorse her refusal. 
In a moment more she curtseyed to the assembly, 
the mayor gave her his arm and led her out through 
a side door. 

Oh! the yell that rose up then! The whole 
assembly stood up, and as if they had lost some 
vested right, hooted and shricked, “ Back! back! 
Face! face!” Mr. A—— returned, made as if he 
would speak, come forward to the very front and 


got a moment's silence. 

“It is not in the bond, gentlemen,” said he. 
“The young lady is unwilling to unveil, and we 
must not compel her.” 

“Face! face!” was the only answer, and an 


orange from up-stairs flew about his head and 
struck upon the table, an omen only fearful from 
what it prophesicth Then there was such e row 








for five minutes as I hope I may never see or hear 
again. People kept their places fortunately, under 
a vague impression that they should forfeit some 
magic rights if they left those numbcred seats. But 
when, for a moment, a file of policemen appeared 
in the orchestra, a whole volley of cyclopedias 


fell like rain upon their chief, wit’: a renewed cry- 


of “ace! face!” 

At this juncture, with a good deal of knowledge 
of popular feeling, Mr. A—— led forward his child 
again, frightened to death the poor thing was, and 
crying; he ticd his handkerchief :ound her eyes 
hastily, and took her to the red box. For a minute 
the house was hushed. A cry of ‘‘ Down, down!” 
and every one took his place as the child gave the 
red ticket to her father. He read it as before, 
“No. 3671!” I heard the words as if he did not 
speak them. All excited by the delay and the row, 
by the injustice to the stranger and the personal 
injustice of everybody to me, I did not know, for a 
dozen seconds, that every one was looking towards 
one side of the house, nor was it till my next neigh- 
bor with the watch said, ‘‘Go, you fool,” that I 
was aware that 3671 was I! Even then, as I stept 
down the passage and up the steps, my only fecl- 
ing was that I should get out of this horrid trap, 
and possibly find Miss Jones lingering near the 
Astor, not by any means that I was invited to take 
a cheque for $5,000. 

There was not much cheering. Women never 
cheer of course, Tho men had cheered the green 
ticket, but they were mad withthe red one. I gave 
up my ticket, signed my receipt and took my cheque, 
shook hands with Mr. A and Mr. Burrham, 
and turned to bow to the mob—for mob I must call 
itnow. But the cheers died away. A few people 
tried to go out perhaps, but there was nothing now 
to retain any in their seats as before, and the gene- 
rality rose, pressed down the passages and howled, 
“Face! face!” I thought for a moment that I 
ought to say something, but they would not hear 
me, and after a moment’s pause, my passion to de- 
part overwhelmed me, I muttered some apology to 
the gentlemen, and left the stage by the stage door. 

I had forgotten that to Castle Garden there can 
be no back entrance. I eame to door after door, 
which were all locked. It was growing dark. Evi- 
dently the sun was set, and I knew the library door 
would be shut at sunset. The passages were very 
obscure. All around me rang this horrid yell of 
the mob, in which all that I could discern was the 
ery, ‘‘Face, face.” At last, as I groped round, I 
came to a precticable door. I entered a room 
where the western sunset glare dazzled me. I was 
notalone. The veiled lady in black was there. 
But the instant she saw me she sprang towards 
me, flung herself into my arms and cried, 

“Felix, is it you?—you are indeed my pro- 
tector!” 

It was Miss Jones! It was Fausta! She was 
the legatee of Miss Stillingfleet. My first thought 
was, “‘Oh, if that beggarly usher had let me go! 
Well, I—hem—hem—think I have better rights 
than the public again.” 

I took her im my arms. I carried her to the 
sofa. Icould hardly speak for excitement. Then 
I did say that I had been wild with terror; that I 
had feared I had iost her, and lost her for ever; 
that to have lost that interview would have been 
worse to me than death; for unless she knew that 
[ loved her better than man ever loved woman, I 
could not face a lonely night, and another lonely 
day. 

‘My dear, dear child,” I said, “ you may think 
me wild; but I must say this—it has been pent up 
too long.” 

‘Say what you will,” she said after a moment, 
in which still I held her in my arms. She was 
trembling so that she could not have sat upright 
alone. ‘Say what you will, if only you do not tell 
me to spend another day alone.” 

And I kissed her, and I kissed her, and I kissed 
her, and I said, “‘ Never, darling—God helping me 
—till I die!” 

How long we sat there I do not knew. Neither 
of us spoke again. For one, I looked out on the 
sunset andthe bay. We had but just time to re- 
arrange ourselves in positions more independent 
when Mi.A eame in, this time in alarm, to 
say, 

re Miss Jones, we must get you out of this house, 
or we must hide you somewhere. I believe, before 
God, they will storm this passage, and pull the 
house about our ears.” 

He said this, not conscious as he began that I 
was there. At that moment, however, I felt as if 
I could have met a million men, I started forward 
and passed him, saying, ‘‘ Let me speak to them. 
I rushed upon the stage, fairly pushing back two 
or three bullies who were already upon it. I sprang 
upon the table, kicking down the red box as I did 
so, so that the red tickets fell on the floor and on 
the people below. One stuck in an old man’s 
spectacles, in a way which made the people in the 
galleries laugh. A laugh is a great blessing at 
such a moment. Curiosity is another. Three 
loud words spoken like thunder do a good deal 
more. And after three words the house was 
hushed to hear me. I said: 

“ Be fair to the girl. She has no father nor mo- 
ther. She has no brother norsister. She is alone 
in the world, with nobody to help her but the public 
—and me!” 

The audacity of the speech brought out a cheer, 
and we should have come off in triumph, when 








some rowdy—the original “face” man, I suppose 
—said, 

“And who are you?” 

If the lauch went against me now, | was lost of 
course. Fortunately, [had no time to think. I 
said without thinking, 

“T am the Child of the Public, and her betrothed 
husband!” 


Oh, Heavens! what a yell of laughter, of hur- 
rahings, of satisfaction with a denovement rang 
through the house, and showed that all was well. 
Borrham cwaght tho moment, ond eterted hie bent, 


‘I had never been at any such party before. 





this time successfully—I believe with “ See the 
Conquering Hero.” The doors, of course, had 
been open long before. Well-disposed people saw 
they need stay no longer; ill-disp»sed people dared 
not stay; the blue-coated men with buttons saun- 
tered om the stage in groups, and I suppose the 
worst rowdies disappeared as they sawthem. I 
had made my sinzl+ speech, and for the moment I 
was a hero, 

Lbevlieve the niiso° would have liked to kiss me, 
Burrham almost did. They overwhelmed me with 
thanks and congratulations. All these I received 
as well as I could—somchow | did not feel at all 
surprised—everything was as it should be. I 
scarcely thought of leaving the stage myself, till, 
to my surprise, the mayor asked me to go home 
with him to dinner. 

Then I remembered that we were not to spend 
the rest of our lives in CastleGarden. I blundered 
out something about Miss Jones, that she had no 
escort except me, and pressed into her room to find 
her. A group of gentlemen were around her. Her 
veil was back now. She was very pale, but very 
lovely. Have I said that she was beautiful as 
Heaven? She was the queen of the room, modestly 
and pleasantly receiving their felicitations that 
the danger was over, and owning that she had 
been very much frightened, “Until,” she said, 
“my friend, Mr. Carter, was fortunate enough to 
guess that I was here. How he did it,” she said, 
turning to me, “is yet an utter myetery ta me,” 

She did not know till then that it was I who had 
shared with her the profits of the cyclopedias. 

As soon as we could excuse ourselves, I asked 
some one to order a carriage. I sent to the ticket- 
office for my valise, and we rode to the St. Nicholas. 
I fairly laughed, as I gave the hackman, at the 
hotel door, what would have been my last dollar 
and a half, only two hours before. I entered Miss 
Jones’s name and my own. Theclerk looked, and 
said, inquiringly, 

“Is it Miss Jones’s trunk which came this after- 
noon ?” 

I followed his finger to see the trunk on the 
marble floor. Rowdy Rob had deserted it, having 
seen, perhaps, a detective when he reached Pjer- 
mont. The trunk had gone to Albany, had found 
no owner, and had returned by the day boat of that 
day. 

I sent Fausta to her room, and sent her supper 
after her. One kiss, and ‘ Good-night!” was all 
that I got from her then. 

‘In the morning,” said she, ‘you shall ex- 
plain.” 

It was not yet seven. I went to my own room 
ard dressed, and tendered myself at the mayor’s 
just before his gay party sat down to dine. I met, 
for the first time in my life, men whose books I had 
read, and whose specches I had by hoart, and 
women whom I have since known to honor; and, 
inthe midst of this brilliant group, so excited had 
Mr. A—— been in telling the strange story of the 
day, I was, for the hour, the lion. 

I led Mrs. A to the table; I made her laugh 
very heartily by telling her of the usher’s threats 
to me and mine to him, and of the disgrace inte 
which I fell among the three thousand six hundreds. 
But I 
found it was only rather simpler and more quiet 





than most parties I had seen, that its good breeding | 


was exactly that of dear Betsy Myers. 

As the party broke up, Mrs. A: said to me, 

“Mr. Carter, I am sure you are tired, with: all 
this excitement. You say you are a stranger here. 
Let me send round for your trunk to the St. Nicho- 
las, and you shall spend the night here. I know I 
can make you a better bed than they.” 

I thought as much myself and assented. In half 
an hour more I was in bed in Mrs. A——'s “ best 
room.” 

“TI shall not sleep better,” said I to myself, 
“than I did last night.” 

That was what the public did for me that night. 
I was safe again! 





CHAPTER LAST.~FAUSTA’S STORY. 


Fausta slept late, poor child. I calied for her 
before breakfast. I waited for her after. About 
ten she »ppeared, so radiant, so beautiful and so 
kind! The trunk had revealed a dress I never saw 
before, and the sense of rest, and eternal security, 
and unbroken love had revealed a charm which 
was never there to see before. She was dressed 
for walking, and as she met me, said, 

‘* Time for constitutional, Mr, Millionnaire.” 

So we walked again, quite up town, almost to 
the region of pig-pens and cabbage-gardens which 
is now the Central Park. And after just the first 
gush of my enthusiasm, Faustasaid, very seriously : 

“I must teach you to be grave. You do not 
know whom you are asking to be your wife. Ex- 
cepting Mrs. Mason, No, 27 Thirty-fourth street, 
sir, there is no one in the world who is of kin to 
me, and she does not care for me one st: aw, Felix,” 
she said, almost sadly now. ‘You call yourself 
‘Child of the Public.’ I started when you first 
said so, for that is just what I am. 

“Tam 22 years old. My father died before I 
was born. My mother, a poor woman, disliked by 
his relatives and avoided by them, went to live in 
Hoboken over there, withme, How she lived, God 
knows! but it happened that of a strange death 
she died, I in her arms.” 

After « pause, the poor girl went on: 

“There was a great military review, an encamp- 
ment. She wastempted out to sec it. Of asudden, 
by some mistake, ar imrod was fired from a care- 
less soldier’s gun, and it pierced her through her 


heart. I tell you, Felix, it pinned my baby frock 
into the wound, so that they could not part me 
from her till it was eut away.” » 

“Of course every one was filled with horror. 
Nobody claimed poor me, the baby. But the Bat- 
talion, the Montgomery Battalion, it was, which 


had, by mischance, killed my mother, adopted me 
as their child. I was voted ‘ Fille da Regiment.” 
They pafd on asses¥ment annually, whith the col 





onel expended for me. A kind old woman nure.d 
me.” 

“She was your Betsy Myers,” interrupted I. 

“ And when I was old enough I was sent into Con- 
necticut, to the best of schools, This lasted till I 
was sixteen. Fortunately for me, perhaps, the 
Montgomery Battalion then dissolved. I was find- 
ing it hard to answer the colonel’s annual letters. 
I had my living to earn—it was best I should earn 
it. I declined a proposal to go out as a missionsry. 
Thad no call. I answered one of Miss Beecher’s 
uppeals for Western teachers. Most of my life 
since has been a schoolma’am’s. It has had ups 
and downs. But I have always been proud that 
the public was my godfather; and, as you know,” 
she said, ‘‘I have trusted the public well. I have 
never been lonely, wherever I went. I tried to 
make myself of use. Where I was of use I found 
society. The ministers have been kind to me. I 
always offered my services in the Sunday-schools 
and sewing-rooms. The School Committecs have 
been kind to me. They are the public’s high 
chamberlains for poor girls. I have written for the 
journals. I won one of Sartain’s hundred dollar 
prizes—” 

‘And I another,” interrupted I. 

“When I was very poor, I won the first prize for 
an essay on bad boys.” 

“ And I the second,” answered I. 

“T think I know one bad boy better than he 
knows himself,” said she. But she wenton. ‘I 
watched with this poor Miss Stillingfleet the night 
she died. This absurd ‘distribution’ had got hold 
of her, and she would not be satisfied till she had 
transferred that strange ticket, No. 2973, to me, 
writing the endorsement which you have heard. I 
had had a longing to visit New York and Hoboken 
again. This ticket seemed to me to beckon me. I 
had money enough to come, ifI would come cheaply. 
I wrote to my father’s business partner, and en- 
closed a note to his only sister. She is Mrs.. 
Mason. She asked me, coldly enough, to her 
house. Old Mr. Grills always liked me—he offered 
me escort and passage as far as Troy or Albany. 
I accepted his proposal, and you know the rest.” 

When I told Fausta my story, she declared I 
made it up as I went along. When she believed it 
—as she does believe it now—she joined me in de~ 
claring that it was not fit that two people thus 
joined should ever be parted. Nor have we been, 
ever! 

She made a hurried visit at Mrs. Mason’s. She 
prepared there for her wedding. On the Ist of 
November we went into th»t same chureh which 
was our first home in New York; and that dear 
old raven-man made us 

ONE! 


[Our fourth Prize Story—‘‘Ghosts, If You 
Please !”—one of great interest and of very original 
character, will be published in our next paper.) 


SCRAPS OF HUMOR. 


ABOUT a year ago, when the upper part of 
the Astor House was on fire, one of the servant girle 
was directed to waken two gentlemen, who were 
asleep in an up-stairs’ room. She knocked at the 
door, and with great simplicity said, *‘ 1 beg pardon, 
gentlemen, for disturbing you, but the houso is en 
ure,” 


THERE is a good anecdote told of Robbie 
Johnson, who, in the year 1769, was provost of Dun- 
dee. His services being required on a.certain occa- 
alon, a messenger was dispatched to his house, who 
upon re for the provost, was told by the guid 
wife that ‘‘ he was awa’ to the whin hill for pocketfu’ 
o’ whins.” Off scampered the gallant to the whin 
hill, and soon the provost appeared, and throwing 
down his fagot, pulled off his bonnet, and wiping the 
sweat from his bald pate, said, 

** Where’s my wig’ I’m to sit in judgment to-day.” 

“ Your wig,” quoth Janet; *‘did I ever hear sic a 
man? How can you get your wig? D’ye no ken the 
hen’s laying in’t ¢” 


A TRIFLING sort of a fellow in one of eur 
neighboring counties, not long since, won the affeo- 
tiun of the daughter of a bluff, honest Dutchman of 
some wealth, On asking the old man for her, he 
opened with a romantic speech about his being a 
“poor young man,” ete. 

* Ya, ya,” said the old man, ‘ I knows all about it; 
but you is a little too poor—you has neider money nor 
character.” 


PAWNBROKERS and lovers ought to join the 
pag because they understand “ popping ,” pickpock- 
ets, because they are used to “rifling ;” shopmen, be- 
cause they are used to “ countermarching ;” and foun- 
drymen, glossblowers, smiths and stokera, because 
they can “ stand fire,” 


Fiar Hats.—A good story, butan old one, 
is told uf a man who, on stooping to Se up a hat 
with a boat-hook, heard a voice within t, orying out, 
“ What 2re you hooking my head for?” and on ex- 
amination the astonished citizen found a man beneath 
and en making out to get at him was told that he had 
a horse beneath himself! 


A pRUNKEN Scotchman from a fair fell 
asleep by the roadside, when a pig found him and 
began licking his mouth. Sawney roared, 

* Wihiws kissing me noo’ Ye sec what it is to be 
weel liked amang the lasses!” 


SAVIN was lately asked to .contribute to 
fi —- missions: 

* Not on any account,” said he, 

“Why not?” asked the collector; “the object le 
laudable.” 

“ No, it isu’t,” replied Savin; “ not half so many 
people go to the devil now as ought to.” 





A Lapy refused her lover's request that she 
would give him her portrait. 


“Ah! it matters not,” he replied; “ when blessed 
with the original, who cares for the e»py ¢” 

The lady, both ignorant and indignant— 

“I don’t think myself more original than anybody 
else.” 

“Are you not afraid your wife will get. 
married again when you die?” “ T hope she may, as 
there will be one man in the world who will know 
how to pity me.” 

A Fossit Birnp.—A fossil “ feathered enig 
ma” has just been secured by the British Muscum, It 
isa fossil found in the Solenhofen slate (Bavaria), 
and contains the fore and hind extremities, pelvis, 
ribs and tai! of an animal like a feathered liziurd, The 
fore limbs are feathered, and also the tail, and the 
whole sugyeste acreature intermediate between rep- 
tile and bird, and previously whol.y unknown. This 
discovery would scem to soften the lines of demarca 


tion between species and epertes, and go to make for 
Mr. Durwin’s flwory. 
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A QUESTION. 
SuALL woman’s worth be held disgraced, 
If beauty fail her lip or cheek? 
Shall stainless merit stoop abased 
To those that will not deeper seek? 
Each look of thine is worth the gems 
Round many royal diadems. 


Of simple mazners, nobly sad, 
Love-winning eyes for sick or poor, 
Intent to succor, making glad 

The poor man by his cottage door, 
I see thee move, I see thee go, 

A light amid the gloom below. 


THE TEST OF ETHEL VINTON. 


‘“‘T am sorry, Nelly, that I cannot do as 
you wish, if it were but because you request it.” 
* « Oh, Ethel! don’t say because I request it. Let it 
be only a spontaneous heart offering, if you would 
vive it at all.” 
” + fancied that Ethel looked annoyed ; that there was 
the least perceptible biting of the lips and clouding of 
the forehead. I was not really disposed to insist on 
my request; and now, as I view the matter after a 
year’s time has passed, { am inclined to think that 
even what I did say was urging it a little beyond the 
bounds of strict delicacy. It was, however, at a time 
when words and acts were not closely weighed, and 
all those nicer barriers of intercourse broke down be- 
fore the flood of patriotism that gushed out of every 
heart and lips. ’ 

I had offered Ethel Vinton a list of subscriptions, 
headed by so many of her nearest and dearest friends 
and had asked her to add her name for such amount 
as she saw fit. It was intended that the money 
should be used to previde the regiment that was 
about leaving our town with such comforts as were 
not dealt out to them by the State. It waa to this 
request that Ethel Vinton had answered No! 

I was turning away when Ethel spoke again. 

“ Nelly, would it not be wisdem to reserve some of 
the money you have there subseribed for the wounded 
who must soon return to us?” 

Looking back upon it now, Ido not know why I 
felt this remark; but then I fancied it came from her 
lips with an ill-grace, and I answered sharply— 

“ Where this comes from thvve will come plenty 
more when the necessity arrives, This is the heart- 
offerings of loyal men and women!” 

There was a quick flush spread over the face of 
Ethel, and a rapid flashing of her eyes into mine; but 
I did not wait until an answer came to my harsh 
words. I flung out of the room with an angry curl 
upon my lip, which lasted me until I had relicved my 
mind by telling the circumstance that caused it to one 
or two inquiring neighbors. 

“There was geod cause,” they suggested to me, 
“ for suspecting the loyalty of Ethel Vinton. Why 
should she not have, sympathy with the South in this 
struggle? For the last four years she had been re- 
siding a8 governess in the neighborhood of Mont- 
gomery; and had she not said repeatedly that those 
iour years were the happiest of her life. Did she not 
now assert that many of her warmest friends wcre in 
the South. How then could it be otherwise than as 
we believed—that her heart was with the other side, 
und that she would do nothing to aid the struggle 
that should militate against them.” 

Ethel Vinton was born and brought upamong us at 
Westport, and was c-rtainly, as far as we knew by her 
speech and outer life, attached beyond measure to her 
New England home. It was but a few weeks before 
that she had returned from Montgomery, hurried on 
at a day's notice by what was supposed to be the 
mortal illness of hor mother. Within those few 
weeks the blaze of war had broken f.om the smoul- 
dering passion, the postal and travelling communica- 
tion was cut off, and Ethel was left at the North shut 
away from every connection with her new-made 
Southern home. One compensation there was in all 
this, which was the recovery of her mother, The 
coming of Ethel had infused new life into Mrs. Vin- 
ton, and ngeinst the prophecies of neighbors and 
physicians, she had rallied and was fast advancing te 
perfect health. 

A few hours brought coolness, and I sincerely re- 
gretted the harsh words I had spoken to Ethel, and 
still more regretted that I had repeated to any one the 
substance of our interview. The town had not got 
far enough advanced from a village but what news 
flew fast, and I might expect that what I had said 
would with inconceivable rapidity spread all over 
Westport. 

It was the next day that I went again to see Ethel. 
My conacience troubled me sorely, and I was anxious 
to remove the effect of the day before by some kind 
word or act. Ethel met me with the same calm smile 
she always wore; there was nothing in her face or 
speech that would signify the lingering memory of 
what had passed. 1 am afraid that I acted very fool- 
ishly at firat, in attempting to reach Ethel’s heart ina 
roundabout way; but it would not do, and finally, 
like a great child, I blurted out my sorrow for the 
harshness of the day before. I thought I never saw 
any one so beautiful as was Ethel Vinton as she stood 
before me, holding my hands in hers, and looking 
straight into my eyes after I had told her that day that 
I wished my brother George would only love her, that 
I might have her really for a sister. 

“ You would not wish so if you thought I could not 
love him, would you, Nelly?” 

This was a supposition that my mind refused for a 
moment to entertain. My brother George was every 
way too desirable and loveable in my eyes to admit 
for one moment that there should be no response from 
whatever quarter he might choose to throw the |.and- 
kerchlef, and so I told Ethel in as plain words as 
womanly delicacy admitted. 

“ But, don’t you think, little lady, that such a thing 
nay be as that I have left some sighing swain behind 
me in the sunny South to whom I am bound to 
return ?” 

“ What, Ethel, » Southerner, a Secessionist ?” 

“ Are the terms synonymous, Nelly ?” 

I was silent for a moment, but yet the blood boiled 
up a little in my heart to think that such a thing could 
be possible that any other, no matter whom, could 
stand higher in her heart than my brother George. 
Ethel went on: 

“I should be sorry to believe that all of those 
whom I left in Montgomery could be so branded. 
There are those in whose veins runs good Southern 
blood, Nelly, who sre not traitors.” 

to my oxcited cars at that moment her words 
“adel Very ifs a dlfdzce of all those whom I hed 








within a short time learned to believe were the enc- 
inies of the Union, and consequently of myseV. 

“ But what are they all to him, Ethel. To my 
brother who is going away to battle for his conscience 
sake. He is so good, too, It was only this morn- 
ing that I heard Col. Matthews say that Captain 
George Edwards was the best soldier and noblest 
gentleman in the regiment, and was in every way bet- 
ter fitted to command it than himself. That was 
praise indeed, Ethel!” 

She had looked very sad before when speaking of 
her friends in the South, byt now, under the fire of 
praise I showered on my brother, Ethel’s eyes 
sparkled and laughed way back in her head. Yes, 
she was certainly very beautiful! Ethel was older 
than myself by a few yeors, and yet we had been girls 
together. Irememoered how, iu my very earlicst years, 
I hed go admired ber and built up little childish air- 
castles about the time when she should grow older 
aud should love my brother George, who was then 
away at college. And then the time came when 
George returned and Ethe) was grown to be a woman. 
I fancied that my hopes were about to be realized and 
and that my brother would love her, but within a few 
months of this time my mother died, and within afew 
weeks of our affliction the saue fell upon Ethel, but 
with a vast difference in the results. Myself and 
brother were left by my father’s decease wealthy, far 
beyond our hope or belicf; while Ethel’s died bank- 
rupt, leaving her worse than penniless, with a mother 
incapable of exertion. It was soon known in West- 
port that Ethel Vinton would be glad to obtain any 
position that would yicld the means of support, and 
the good people were dreadfully exercised in mind on 
her account, and immeasurably relioved when it was 
announced that a Southern family, who had stopped 
a day or two while passing through Westport, had en- 
gaged the fatherless girl to go with thom to Mont- 


1 shalleay nothing in favor of my brother George 
but what he deserves, and I remember well that at 
the period of Ettel’s departure I was so especially 
piqued at his coolness toward the one whom I had 
selected for my future sister, that [ could not help 
giving him a piece of my mind on the subject. I was 
provoked, because I was inclined to believe that 
George had allowed his head to be turned by those 
who sought him, and flattered him for his wealth, and 
because they believed him, as the saying is, the great- 
est catch in the country. ‘ 

It is several years siuco this onsct of mine at George, 
but every word ofit is fresh in my memory. He an- 
swered my tirade with, 

* And sv, Miss Matchmaker, I am to marry whom- 
soever you may select, out of hand, at once, without 
any grumbling,am I? Did it never strike you, Miss 
Nelly, that it will be necessary for me to marry more 
within my ewn circle!” 

“ Your own circle, George! 
ton within your own circle ?” 

* She is poor; but now, Nelly, there is Sarah Lee, 
who is rich. What do you say to hor fora sister?” 

Positively he looked wicked to me when he said 
this, and if ever a repulsive thought sprang up in my 
breast toward Geor ze it was at that moment. He knew 
well that this Sarah Lee was my utter detcstation. 
She wasrich,as he had said. Richer, perhaps, than 
any girl in all the country round, but she could not 
boast onc atom of beauty, and at school was the very 
dunce and butt of every class. 

* Are you poor yourself, George, that you must go 
about searching for a rich wife? Do you pretend to 
compare Sarah Lee with Ethel Vinton, even though 
the one were penniless and the other rolling in 
millions ¢” 

He laughed provokingly at my earnestness, and 
followed up his argument. 

“Andthen there will be something moro about 
Sarah Lee, if I am rightly informed. She will not 
only have the gold, but she will know how to tako 
core of it,” 

** Yes!” I echoed, almost with a shout of derision, 
‘she will take care of it. I never knew herto bestow 
a penny upon a beggar in my life. When we would 
get up our little parties or picnics at school, Sarah 
never showed the color of her money in their aid, but 
she never refused to come in and share. Ay! more 
than share the good things that were provided.” 

“ Bravo! little one. She is the girl for me! There’s 
no nonsense about Sarah Lee, Nelly. With sucha 
wife I shall never die in the poorhouse, sister.” 

I couldn’t believe my brother George in cernest, 
even though he suffered Ethel to go away so quietly, 
and so time taught me; for notwithstanding Sarah 
Lee had net only the presumption to admire him, but 
to let that admiration—I will not any love, for I don’t 
think she was capable of leviug anything but her- 
self—become known through all our neighborhood, 
George seemed as callons and cold to her golden 
charms as he was to the personal ones of half a score 
ef other sighing ones. 

The four years of Ethel’s absence slipped away, 
and I had my partial revenge against George by seiz- 
ing every opportuuity for a moral lecture on oppor- 
tunities lost, always ending off by showing him what 
a frightful mistake he had made when he failed to 
secure Ethel Vinton for a wife, and how I made no 
doubt that his puuishment would be to deseend the 
vale of fife in the miserable character of an old bache- 
lor, with nothing to recommend him to the attention 
of the world but his money. George generally had a 
stereotyped answei to it all, which ran soinewhat in 
this wise: 

‘Oh! there’s no hurry, Nelly. There’s Sarah Lee 
always ready. Depend upon it she'll never marry 
while I remain single. We're waiting for each other, 
sister.” 

I felt as if he was only jesting, and yet every time 
the jest was repeated it sut sorely on my heart. Every 
time I thought of Sarah Lee nasa sister, a cold shud- 
der ran over me that carried with it as much bitter- 
ness as the dread of my brother’s death. 

This was the state of things when Ethel Vinton re- 
turned from the South. In all she twas the same Ethel 
as of old, but since the convulsion that had swept 
over the country, and had prevented her return, « set- 
tled sadness had fallen upon her feee, broken only 
once in a while Ly such a emile as was now there, as 
she stood facing me on that day when I went to make 
peace with my own heart, and to wonder how any 
map, much less my brother George, could remain 
unconquered by the loveliness of Ethel Vinton. 

The regiment went away, but Ethel was not abroad, 
as all West Point was, to witness its coing. George 
had gone among his old friends on the day before to 
bid them farewell, Ethel amoung the rest, and I wanted 
her to bo with me and wave an adieu to the marching 
column, ond bid them “ God speed!” but she refused. 

Could it be that she whom I so loved was disloyal? 
Thies was the question thet struggled up and up in 
my mind, as 1 stood alone on Willis’s Hil) watching 
the depurtiog reyimeo = ® “mariy things eamt up In 


And is not Ethel Vin- 


confirmation ef my thoughts that my very heart 
drooped under the weight of it. { could not be influ- 
enced by tho tattle of the neighbors, for I knew Ethel 
Vinton much better than all of them together, but 
still the day would eome back to me when she had 
refused a subscription to the list 1 had presented. 
And then would follow the fact that almost invariably 
she had refused when I would ask her to accompany 
me to the camp grounds, and though she had been 
present at the presentation of the flags, it had been, 
not with enthusiasin, but with tears trickling upon 
her cheeks that she had hailed the unfurling. 

It may be supposed that all thie threw a shadow 
between Ethel and myself, though I believe that I 
studied hard to prevent it from showing in our daily 
intercourse, 

It was not until after the regiment had been some 
weeks gonc, that with a great jump my hoart came 
nearer to Ethel in a moment of peril. There had been 
a battle fought, and the reports of it came in slowly 
and with uncertainty. My brother was wounded, 
how or in what way we did not know. It was simply 
‘Captain George Edwards, wounded.” Ethel had 
heard it as soon as myereif, and harried to mingle her 
feara and hopes with mine. It was at that momont 
of unlocking our hearts that Ethel told me of letters 
reccived from George and of her correspondence with 
him; in that moment of my} dread that I grasped at 
Ethel’s confession as a ray of the future, and com- 
menced one more to build the air castles of my ehild 
days. Half in joy at the pictures I drew, and half 
in terror lest they never should be realized, | wept in 
Ethel’s arms. 

A few days, days that were ages, even though light- 
ewed by Ethel Vinton’s checring, brought us news 
My brother’s wound was slight, a bit of shell had 
touched him on the breast, and a severe contusion 
from the fall of his horse, which was killed by the 
SAMC CXPlosiva. Me was unavie tv de duty, and a 
month’s furlough had been granted, In less thana 
week he would be with us again, to be nursed into 
health. How oagerly I watched Ethel’s face when I 
told hor this news—for it came to me first. She could 
not deceive me now ; she loved George, I knew it cer- 
tainly, when I saw the rich, warm blood spring into 
her cheeks as 1 told it. 

There was only one cloud to float across oll the 
landscape now, and this was the memory of that day 
when Ethel had denied me her name and moncy in 
aid of our regiment. If I could but have shown our 
tattling neighbors that Ethel’s name was on the list, 
it would have contented me, They did not dare to 
talk oponly of Ethel Vinton, nor yet of myself, for 
my association, but I could well understand the hints 
and unspoken allusions, and many a time they almost 
goaded me into sharp and bitter opposition — an 
opposition that I should have certainly given vent to, 
could I have felt sure of my cause. 

I was surprised, when upon the day we expected 
George, that my proposition to Ethel that she should 
drive with me to the station and mect our wounded 
hero was accepted. Itwassorare,inthe days before 
his departure, that she would join me in a: y walk or 
ride in which he made part. To me this was so ap- 
parent, that not only could I not persuade myself 
that there was a shadew of love in Ethel’s heart, but 
I had began bitterly to believe that the true feeling 
was aversion. - 

It was not until we reached the station that a tele- 
graphic mossage was put into my hand, with intelli- 
gence that George’s coming would be delayed nearly 
three hours by his inability to reach the morning 
train, and that we could only expect him in the on» 
succeeding. This was provoking, but there was 
nothing for it but patience, and a detention at the 
depot, during which we could endeavor to make our- 
selves as eomfortable a3 possible over a few old 
county newspapers and a thoroughly thumbed copy 
of a dilapidated magazine. It was not very reason- 
able to suppose that we could settle into a thorough 
appreciation of them, excited as we were fro.. the 
expected arrival, and, as a consequence, our eyes 
wadered to a critical analysis of every newcomer, 
or to every lounger about the place. There wus 
one, 1 cleanly clad, but speaking loud of poverty, 
woman, who sat in the far corner of the room, rather 
cowering into a niche formed by the window. In her 
arms * young child slept, while, drawn up on her 
skirt, which was spread ont for its bed, lay another, 
apparently about four years old. There was a look of 
quiet sorrow on the faceot the woman that cou!d not 
fail to attract tho attention of any who were not in 
such haste that they could not be attracted by any 
sorrow or any joy. Several times during the first 
half hour I saw her eyes raised timidly to those of 
Ethel, and, as she saw that she was observed, quickly 
cast down again to the sleeping child beside her. I 
had a strong inolination to cross the room and speak 
to the woman; and even while I was couvassing in 
my mind in what way I should do it without appear- 
ing obtrusive, Ethel arose and crossed the room. 

There was a manner and grace about what Ethel 
did that 1 would have given worlds to have accom- 
plished, and I am sure there never was a better ex- 
emplification of it than the quiet way in which she 
seated herself beside the woman, and, taking the 
little hand of the shrinking child at her side, entered 
into conversation with the mother. 1 wanted then to 
cross the room and join in the talk, but I could not 
summon the courage, and 1 felt as though I should 
be breaking the confidential communings of the two, 
until I saw the tears trickling down the checks of tho 
woman, and that Ethel’s cyes were not altogethr dry, 
and then I folt as if it was ari -ht that I should share 
whatever of sorrow could move Ethel. 

It was asad tale of one of those distresars of the 
very poor that are so lightly reckoned by the rich, 
because of the smallness of the required relict, but 
which, to those who are condemned to suffer, have 
equal significance with really great sorrows. 

The woman was the wife of « soldicr, and had started 
away from a distant village that morning, wit. the 
purpose of reaci.iug some relatives in another State— 
relatives with whom she pu*posed to dwell until her 
husband could send her somo portion of the pay he 
would receive. 

** Oh, indade, indade, madam, he would,” was her 
answer in reply to Ethel’s inquiry whether her hus- 
band would send her any portion of his pay when he 
did recoive it. ‘ Notacint would he touch until he 
hae siut off the greater part to myself and the 
childer.” 

She had left her old home to seek a new one that 
morniog with the ticket which was to carry her 
through, but upon the first call of the conductor to 
“Show your tickets!” the woman failed to produce 


hers. It was lost. And theconductor, witha stretch 
of generosity without parallel, and calculated, as he 
said, to brivug bim into diegrace with the company, 


offered the privilege of riding «s far as the junction, 
after which she and ber two children must do the 
bes. tiey could, which best was only to seat herself 


ail 


despairingly in the depot, and in dumb acquiesces 


await ber fate among strangers. 

Ethel only forestalled me when she arranged that 
the woman should have the vacant seat and return 
with us in the carriage to Westport, where she should 
‘emain until the following day, when she should be 
ent forward upon her journey. The poor tning, 
unid a flood of tears, overwhelmed us with thanks; 
‘nd I, with the tears almost bursting forth, could only 
ress Ethel’s little white hand and whisper to her of 

vy love and of my admiration for her every act. 

“And now, Nelly,” she said, walking a littie way 
+fom the grateful woman, ‘“ this must be all my own 
charge. Iam gseltish enough not to admit you in the 
work, Ihave taken on my hands the sending this 
poor soldier’s wife on her way rejoicing. I have con- 
science money to expend, darling, and have sought 
for many days an object on whom to expend it.” 

TI looked at her in wonder, and could only repeat, 
* Conscience moncy !" 

“Yes, Nelly, conscience money. Do you remem- 
ber the day upon which you asked my subscription 
toward the regiment ?” 

Did I remember it? The words scemed almost like 
amockery. I could not trust myself with an answer, 
but bowed my head. 

“Well, darling, a free confession, they say, in good 
for the soul. Since that time, Nelly, I have become a 
millionaire.” 

I looked at her for an explanation. 

“A terrible confession it is to make, Nelly, that 
she whom you have so sought for your rich brother's 
wife should have been so poor that the pittanes you 
asked at her hands was an impossibility, and yet go it 
was. You will remember the suddenness with which 
I was shut away from my friends in Montgomery. 
With them was all my little worldly wealth, the say- 
ings of my labors. I knew that in good time, when 
the opportunity offered, it would by some means be 
sent me, How thie ond wae avbieved T hove no means 
of knowing, but I do kuow tnat last week I received 
by maila notification from a banking-house in Now 
York that the sum duo was in their hands, subject to 
my draft. And so you see, Miss Nelly, 1 am onve 
more rich, and as the regimert is gone, and I could 
not make my loyalty good on that, I must be ex- 
cused for hunting up other uses for my patriotic 
fund, This poor soldier's wife is the first chance 1 
have had, and to her at least shall go one sharo.” 

Oh! but she did look almost angelic in my cyes; 
and, even while [ was looking into her very heart's 
depths, a thought flashed through my brain, and, 
without giving ita moment's rest, out it came tn the 
shape of a question. 

“And, Ethel, was it this same poverty which you 
have boen so concealing that induced you to spurn 
my brother’s love, the truest love that was ever laid 
at a woman’s feet, for I am satisfied now that my 
brother loves you and that he hag so told you?” 

A quick clasp if her arms and a kiss was half an 
answer, apd then she said with a amile: 

“ Would you have the poor governess graep at the 
love of your rich brother on the first offering ¢” 

And so it had been all a matter of pride on the part 
of Ethel that had separated my brother and herself 
for those four loug years. I was almost angry, and 
yet I was glad that Ethel had shown this pride, and 
still more glad that something had occurred to broak 
it, thanks to my brother’s wound. 

The screech of the steam whistle, far down the 
road, brought us back to his eominy, and in a few 
moments the long train shot down to the station, and 
his blessed brown face looked out of one of the win- 
dows. In an another minute he was in our arms, 
Ethel’s as well as mine, in the last of which I verily 
believe he would have been held to the present hour 
had it not been for a small exeltement got up by 
Ethel’s protegé, who hung sobbing and crying in the 
embraces of the tall, sandy-whiskered and muanly- 
looking sergeant, who acted as my brother's at- 
tendant. 

It was her husband, the very identical Sergeant 
McGuire who had carricd my brother off the field 
when he was woundod, and te whom he was in- 
debted, if not for his life, at least for his Mberty frm 
a Southern prison. 

A happler party never drove ever tho hills thas 
ours that day, and George read in Ethel’s eyes all that 
had been told me before his arrival. 

And now aftor the lapse of a woek I shall close the 
matter by saying that Goorge and Ethel ure to be 
married next Thursday evening, a hasve that has only 
beon overruled with Ethel ander arguments of the 
weightiest kind, and threats of eonsigument to Fort 
Lafuyette for refusal. She has preferred irprison- 
meut in the hearts of those who love her. 

And Mrs. Sergeant McGuire is to remain with Ethel 
in the enpacity of general “ help,” until her husband 
is promoted to a lieutenancy, which George says will 
not be long if he docs one or two more such dashing 
things as he seemed to think a mere matter of amnse- 
ment heretofore. 


New York, Jan, 17, 186%. w. 
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Surat Corton, from India, is chiefly re- 
lied on in Eugland to supply the place of American, 
The spinners, hewever, do not like it, and Mr. Uright, 
in his recont speech, illustrated their distate for it by 
a story, which will offend only those who think that 
men should never pray for the bread they need. 
“ The other day, while a Methodist miaister was sup- 
plieating the Supreme Being at a prayer meeting, and 
asking, among other things, for » supply of cotton 
for the fumishing operatives, one mun, with a keen 
sense of what he had suffered, interposed the ejacula- 
tion, Yea, lord, but not Surat” This man was 
honest, nearly as honest as the old man who, falling 
over a bridge, prayed that God would protect him, 
“ end quickly, for there is no time to spare.” 


‘Tne greatest of English female novelists, 
dead or living, undoubtedly was Miss Austin, of whom 
Sir Walter Seott wrote, after reading “ Pride and 


Prejudice” “ That young lady had a talent for de- 
scriving the involvement of feelings and characters of 
orjioary life, which is to me the most wonderful 


thing Tevermet with. The big bow-wow strain I can 
myxelf do, like any now going, but the exquisite 
touch, which renders ordinary commonplace hin 
wml characters jluterestiug from the truth ef the A 
scription and the sentiment, ix denied tome. Whata 
pity auch a gifted creature died so early |” 


In the Italian Parliainent there are 438 
members. Of these 4 are authors, 4 admirals, 6 
bankers, 8 merchauts, 10 priests, 21 civil engineers, 
i judges, 23 generals, 25 physicians, 52 profersora, 
1M lawyers, the rest being independent gentlemen, 
There are 2 princes, 3 dukes, 23 viscounts, 20 counts 
24 barons, 50 men decorated with the greater orders of 


kuighthood, ti; cavaliers, and 6 or 7 millionaires, 
Among the Deputies there are also 5 deaf, 3 lame, 
many short-sighted, and the greater number bald, but 
none dumb. 


A Frexciu chemist has found a way of ex- 
tractiug alcohol trom voal gas. We can do jt here 
fro®™. old bottles and barrele—any qfruntity of it, 
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HELEN, KNITTING. 
BY WILLIAM OLAND BOURNE. 


LitTLE Helen, on her chair— 
Patiently at work was she; 
And in ringlets fell her hair— 
Lovely did she seem to me— 
She was sitting, 
Knitting, knitting. 


Busy little girl! theught I, 
How I love to see your skill! 
I am half inclined to try-- 
And I most believe I will! 
She was sitting, 
Knitting. knitting. 


In a whirl the fingers fly, 
First one ne<dle, then the next; 
She might with her mother vie— 
But for me, I am perplexed; 
She was sitting, 
, Knitting, knitting. 


Then a zigzag cross this way, 
Then a curious whirl again— 
How she makes the fingers play— 
It’s no business for the men! 

She was sitting, 
Knitting, knitting. 


Now the curious seam is msde— 
How to do it I can’t tedl— 
But the skill she has displayed, 
Makes me think she does it well; 
She was sitting, 
Knitting, knitting. 


Now the toe is closed and done— 
What a pretty sock is this— 
It is knitting number one! 
Go and get your mother’s kiss! 
She was sitting, 
Knitting, knitting. 


Busy little girl! thought I, 
How I love to see your skill; 
And the pleasure in her eye 
Made my heart with pleasure fill; 
Helen sitting 
At her knitting. 


VERNER’S PRIDE. 


BY THE AUTHORESS OF “EAST LYNNE.” 
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VEXATIONS intrude into the most luxurious 
home, whatever may be the superfluity of room, 
the admirable style of the architecture; amd they 
were just now agitating Deerham Court. 

On the morning Lady Verner and Luey Tem- 
pest received each a letter from India. Both were 
from Col. Tempest. The contents of Lady Ver- 
ner’s annoyed her, and the contents of Luey’s 
at.noyed her! 

It appeared that some considerable time back, 
nearly, if not quite, twelve months, Lucy had pri- 
vately written to Col. Tempest, urgently requesting 
to be allowed to go out to join him. She gave no 
reasen or motive for the request, but urged it 
strongly. That letter, in consequence of the mov- 
ingg about of Col. Tempest, had only just reached 
him; and now had arrived the answer to it. He 
told Lucy that he should very shortly be returning 
to Europe; therefore it was useless for her to think 
of going out. 

Lionel entered, and Lady Verner put him in pos- 
session of the facts. That for some cause which 
Lucy refused to explain, she wanted to leave Deer- 
ham Court; had been writing, twelve months back, 
to Col. Tempest to be allowed to join him in India; 
and the negative answer had arrived but that morn- 
ing. Lady Verner would like the motive for her 
request explained; but Lucy was obstinate, and 
would not explain it. 

Lionel turned his eyes on Lucy. [If she had 
stood self-conseious before Lady Verner, she stood 
doubly self-conscious now. Her eyelashes were 
drooping, her cheeks were crimson. 

“She says she has no fault to find with me, no 
fault to find with the arrangements of my house,” 
pursued Lady Verner. “Then I want to know 
what else it is that should drive her away from 
Deerham. Look at her, Lionel! That is how she 
stands; unable to give me an answer.” 

Lady Verner might equally well have said, Look 
at Lioncl. Hestoodself-consciousalso. Toe well 
he knew the motive—nbsence from him—which 
had actuated Lucy. From him, the married man, 
the man who had played her false ; away, anywhere, 
from witnessing the daily happiness of him and his 
wife. He read it all, and Lucy saw that he did. 

“It was no such strange wish, surely, to be 
where my dear papa is!” she exclaimed, the crim- 
son of her checks turning to scarlet. 

“No,” murmured Lionel, “no such strange 
wish. I wish I could go to India, and free the 
neighborhood of my presence!” 

A curious wish! Lady Verner did not under- 
stand it. Lionel gave her no opportunity to inquire 
its meaning, for he turned to quit the room and the 
house. She rose and laid her hand upon his arm 
to detain him. 

“T have an engagement,” pleaded Lionel. 

“A moment yet. Lionel, what is this nonsense 
that is disturbing the equanimity of Deerham? 
About a ghost ?” 

“ Ah, what indeed >” retnrned Lionel, in a care- 
less tone, ss if he would make light of it. “ You 
know what Ierham is, mother. Some think Dan 


uff saw his own shadow, some a white cow in the 
Sither is sufficient 


for Deerbaw . 


“So vulgar a notion!” reiterated Lady Verner, 
resuming her seat, and taking her essence bottle 
in her delicately gloved hands. ‘I wonder you 
don’t stop it, Lionel!” 

“I!” cried Lionel, opening his eyes in consider- 
able surprise. ‘‘ Ilow am I to stop it ?” 

' You are the lord of Deerham. It is vulgar, I 
ay, to have such a report afloat on your estate.” 

Lionel smiled. ‘I don’t know how you are to 
put away vulgarity from stargazers and villagers. 
Or ghosts, either—if they once get ghosts in their 
heads.” 

He finally left the Court, and turned towards 
home. His mother’s words about the ghost had 
brought the subject to his mind. If, indeed, it had 
required bringing; but the whispered communica- 
tion of the vicar the previous night had scarcely 
been out of his thoughts since. It troubled him. 
In spite of himself, of his good sense and reason, 
there was an undercurrent of uneasiness at work 
within him. Why should there be? Lionel could 
not have explained had he been required to do it. 
That Frederick Massingbird was dead and buried, 
there could be no shade of doubt; and ghosts ha‘l 
no place in the creed of Lionel Verner. All true; 
but the consciousness of uneasiness was there, and 
he could not ignore it. 

In the last few days the old feeling touching 
Lucy had been revived with unpleasant force. 
Since that night which she had spent at his house, 
when they saw, or fancied they saw, a man hiding 
himself under the tree, he had thought of her 
more than was ayiccable ~mare than was right, 
he would have said, but that he saw not how to 
avoid it. The little episode of this morning at 
his mother’s house had served to open his eyes 
most completely; to show him how intense was 
his love for Lucy Tempest. It must be confessed 
that his wife did little towards striving to retain 
his love. 

He went along, thinking of these things; he 
would have put them from him, but he could not. 
The more he tried, the more unpleasantly vivid 
they became. 

As he turned into the principal street again, he 
saw Master Dan Duff at the door of his mother’s 
shop. A hasty impulse prompted Lionel to ques- 
tion the boy of what he saw that unlucky night; 
or believed he saw. He crossed over, but Master 
Dan retreated inside the shop. Lionel followed 
him. 
“Well, Dan! Have you overeome the fright of 
the cow yet ?” 

“’Twarn’t a cow, please sir,” replied Dan, 
timidly. ‘’Twere a ghost.” 

‘* Whose ghost ?” returned Lionel. 

Dan hesitated. He stood first on one leg then 
on the other. 

“Please, sir, *twarn’t Rachel’s,” said he, pre- 
sently. 

‘* Whose, then ?” repeated Lionel. 

‘Please, sir, mother said I warn’t to tell you. 
Roy, he said, if I told it to anybody, I should be 
took and hunged.” 

“But I say that you are to tell me,” said Lionel. 
And his pleasant tone, combined with the fact, 
perhaps, that he was Mr. Verner, effected more 
with Dan Duff than his mother’s sharp tone or 
Roy’s threatening one. 

** Please, sir,” glancing round to make sure that 


‘his mother was not within hearing, “ ’twere Mr. 


Fred Massingbird’s. They can’t talk me out on’t, 
sir. I see’d the porkypine as plain as I see’d him. 
He were——” 

Dan brought his information to a summary 
stand-still. Bustling down the stairs was that 
revered mother. She eame in, curtseying fifty 
times to Lionel. 

** What could she have the honor of serving him 
with ?” 

He was leaning over the counter, and she ewn- 
cluded he had come to patronise the shop. Lionel 
laughed. 

“T am a profitless customer, I believe, Mrs. Duff. 
I was only talking to Dan.” 

Dan sidled off to the street door. Once there, he 
took to his heels, out of harm’s way. Mr. Verner 
might get telling his mother more particulars, and 
it was as well to be at a safe distance. 

Lionel, however, had no intention to betray trust. 
He stood chatting a few minutes with Mrs. Duff. 
He and Mrs. Daff had been great friends when he 
was an Eton boy; many a time had he ransacked 
her shop over fer flies, and gut and other fishing- 
tackle, a supply of which Mrs. Duff professed to 
keep. She listened to him with a somewhat pre- 
occupied manner. In point of fact, she was debat- 
ing a question with herself. 

“Sir,” said she, rubbing her hands nervously one 
over the other, “I should like to make bold to 
ask a favor of you. But I don’t know how it might 
be took. I’m fearful it might be took as a cause of 
offence.” 

“Not by me. What is it ?’’ 

«It’s a delicate thing, sir, to have to ask about,” 
resumed she. “ And I shouldn't venture, sir, to 
speak to you, but that I’m so put toit, and that I’ve 
got it in my head it’s through the fault of the 
servants.” 

She spoke with evident reluctance. Lionel, he 
scarcely knew why, leaped to the conclusion that 
she was about to say something regarding the sub- 
ject then agitating Deerham—the ghost of Fred- 
erick Massingbird. Unconsciously to himself, the 
the pleasant manncr changed to one of constraint. 

“« Say what you have to say, Mrs. Duff.” 

“ Well, sir—but I’m sure I beg a hundred thou- 
sand pardings for mentioning of it—it’s about the 
bill,” she answered, lowering her voice. “If I 
could be paid, sir, it "ud be the greatest help to 
me. I do’nt know hardly bow to keep on.” 

No revelation touching the ghost could have 
given Lionel the surprise imparted by these am- 
biguous words. But his constraint was gone. 

th a mot understand you, Mrs. Duff. Whet 


“The bill what’s ewing to me, sir, from Verner’s 
Pride. It’s a large sum for me, sir—thirty-two 
pound odd. I have to keep up my payments for 
my goods, sir, whether er not, er I should bea 
bankrupt to-morrow. Things is hard upen me 
just now, sir, though I don’t want everybody to 
know it. There’s that big son o’ mine, Dick, out 
o’ work. If I could have the Dill, or only part of 
it, it "ud be like a godsend.” 

* Who owes you the bill ?” asked Lionel. 

‘It’s your good lady, sir, Mrs. Verner.” 

“Who ?” echoed Lionel, his aecent quite a sharp 
one. 

‘* Mrs. Verner, sir.” 

Lionel stood gazing atthe woman. He could not 
take in the information; he believed there must be 
some mistake. 

“It were for things supplied between tke time 
Mrs. Verner came home after your marriage, sir, 
and when she went to London in the spring. The 
French madmizel, sir, came down and ordered 
some on ’em; and Mrs. Verner herself, sir, ordered 
others.” 

Lionel looked around the shop. He did not dis- 
believe the woman’s words, but he was in a maze 
of astonishment. Perhaps a doubt of the French- 
woman crossed his mind. 

“‘There’s nothing here that Mrs. Verner would 
wear!” he exclaimed. 

“‘There’s many odds and ends of things here, 
sir, as is useful to a lady’s tilette; and you'd be 
surprised, sir, to find how such things mounts up 
when they be had continual. But the chief part o’ 
the bill, sir, is for two silk gownds as was had off 
our traveller. Mrs. Verner, sir, she happened to 
be here when he called in, one day last winter, and 
she saw his patterns, and she chose two dresses, 
and said she’d buy ’em of me if I ordered ’em. 
Which in course I did, sir, and paid for ’em, and 
sent ’em up. I saw her wear ’em both, sir, after 
they was made up, and:very nice they looked.” 

Lionel had heard quite enough. 

‘* Where is the bill ?” he inquired. 

“It have been sent in, sir, longago. When I 
found Mrs. Verner didn’t pay it afore she went 
away, I made bold to write and ask her. Miss 
West she gave me the address in London, and said 
she wished she could pay me herself. I didn’t get 
a answer, sir, and I made bold to write again, and 
I never got one then. Twice I have been up to 
Verner’s Pride, sir, since you come home this 
time, but I can’t get to see Mrs. Verner. That 
French madmizel’s one o° the best I ever see at 
putting folks off. Sir, it goes again the grain to 
trouble you; but if I could have got to see*Mrs. 
Verner, I never would have said a word. Perhaps 
if you’d be so good as to tell her, sir, howhard I’m 
put to it, she’d send me a listle.” 

“T am sure she will,” said Lionel. 
have your money to-day, Mrs. Duff.” 

He turned out of the shop, a scarlet spot of 
emotion on his cheek. Thirty-two pounds owing 
to poor Mrs. Duff! Was it thoughtlessness on 
Sibylla’s part? He strove to beat down the convic- 
tion that it was a less excusable error. 

But the Verner pride had been wounded to its 
very core. 

Gathered before a target on the lawn, in their 
archery costume gleaming with green and gold, 
was a fair group, shooting their arrows in the air. 
Far mcre went into the air than struck the target. 
They were the visitors of Verncr’s Pride, and 
Bibylla, the hostess, was the gayest, the merriest, 
the fairest among them. 

Lionel came on to the terrace, descended the 
step, and crossed the lawn to join them, as courtly, 
as apparently gay, as if that bill of Mrs. Duff's was 
not making havoe of his heartstrings. They all 
ran to surround hin:. It was not often they had so 
attractive a host to surround, and attractive men 
are, and always will be, welcome to women. A few 
minutes, a quarter of an hour given to them, an 
unruffied smoothness on his brow, a smile upon his 
lips, and then he contrived to draw his wife aside. 

“Oh, Lionel, I forgot to tell you,” she exclaimed. 
“Poynton has been here. He knows cf the most 
charming pair of gray ponies, he says. And they 
can be ours if secured at once.” 

“I don’t want gray ponies,” replied Lionel. 

“But I do,” cried Sibylla. ‘You say I am too 
timid to drive. It is all nonsense; I should soon 
get over the timidity. I will learnto drive, Lionel. 
Mrs. Jocelyn, come here!” she cried out. 

Mrs. Jocelyn, a young ana pretty woman, almost 
as pretty as Sibylla, answered to the summons, 

“Tell Mr. Verner what Poynton said about the 
ponies.” 

‘Oh, you must not miss the opportunity,” cried 
Mrs. Jocelynto Lionel. ‘“ They are perfectly beau- 
tiful, the man said. Very dear, of course; but you 
know nobody looks at money when buying horses 
for a lady. Mrs. Verner must have them. You 
might secure them to-day.” 

**T have no room in my stables for more horses,” 
said Lionel, smiling at Mrs. Jocelyn’s eagerness. 

“Yes you have, Lionel,” interposed his wife, 
“or room mustbe made. I have ordered the ponies 
to be brought.” 

“*T shall send them back,” said Lionel, laughing. 

“Don’t you wish your wife to take to driving, 
Mr. Verner? Don’t you like to see a lady drive? 
Some don’t.” 

«I think there is nonecessity for a lady to drive, 
while she has a husband at her side to drive for her,” 
was the reply of Lionel. 

“ Well, if I had such a husband as you to drive 
for me, I don’t know but I might subscribe to that 
doetrine,” candidly avowed Mrs. Jocelyn. “I 
would not miss these ponies were I Mrs. Verner. 
They are calling me. It is my turn, I suppose.” 

She ran back to the shooting. Sibvylla was fol- 
lowing her, but Lionel caught her hand, and drew 
her into a covered walk. Placing her hand within 
his arm, he began to pace it. 

«TI must go back, tov, Lionel.” 

. Presently. Sibylla, I beve been terribly vexed 
this morning.” 


‘You shall 


“Oh now, Lionel, don't you begin about ‘vex- 
ing,’” interrupted Sibylla, in the foolish, light, 
affected manner whieh had grown worse of late, 
more intolerable to Lionel. ‘I have ordered the 
ponies. Poynton will send them in; and if there’s 
really not room in the stables, you must see about 
it, and give orders that room must be rs.ade.” 

‘**T cannot buy the ponies,” he firmly said. “* Mv 
dear, I have given in to your every wish, to your 
most trifling whim; but, as I told you a few days 
ago, these ever-recurring needless expenses I can- 
not stand. Sibylla”—and his voice grew hoarse— 
“do you know that I am becoming embarrassed ?” 

‘I don’t care if you are,” pouted Sibylla, “I 
must have the ponies.” 

His heartached. Was this the loving wife—the 
intelligent companion for whom he had once 
yearned ?—the frieni who should be as his own 
soul? He had married the Sibylla of his imagina- 
tion; and he awoke to find Sibylla—what she was. 
The disappointment was heavy upon him always; 
but there were moments when he could have cried 
aloud in its sharp bitterness. 

“Sibylla, you know the state in which some of 
my tenants live; the miserable dwellings they are 
forced to inhabit. I must change this state of 
things. I believe it to be a duty for which I am 
accountable to God. How am I to set about it if 
you ruin me ?” 

Bibylla put her fingers to her ears. 

**T can’t stand to listen when you preach, Lionel. 
It is as bad as a sermon.” 

It was ever thus. He could not attempt to reason 
with her. Anything like sensible conversation she 
could not or would not hold. Lionel, considerate 
to her as he ever was, felt provoked. 

‘IT have bought them,” coolly said Sibylla. 

“Then, my dear, you must fi-rgive me if I coun- 
termand the purchase. I am resolute, Sibylla,” he 
continued, in a firm tone. ‘For the first time 
since our marriage, I must deny your wish. I 
eannot let you bring me to beggary, because it 
would also involve me. Another year or two of 
this extravagance, and I should be on the verge 
of it.” 

Sibylla-flung his arm from her. 

“Do you want to keep me asa beggar? I will 
have the ponies!” 

He shook his head. 

“* The subject is settled, Sibylla. If you cannot 
think for yourself, I must think for you. But it 
was not to speak of the ponies that I brought you 
here. What is it that you owe to Mrs. Duff?” 

Sibylla’s color heightened. 

‘It is no business of yours, Lionel, what I ewe 
her. There may be some little trifle or other down 
in her book. It will be time enough for you to 
coneern yourself about my little petty debts when 
you are asked to pay them.” 

“Then that time is the present one, with regard 
to Mrs. Duff. She applied to me for the money 
this morning. At least, she asked if I would speak 
to you—which is the same thing. She says you 
owe her thirty-two pounds. Sibylla, I had far ra- 
ther been stabbed than have heard it.” 

“A fearful sum, truly, to be doled out of your 
coffers!” cried Sibylla, sarcastically. You'll never 
recover it, I should think!” 

“Not that, not that,” was the reply of Lionel, 
his tone oneof pain. ‘“Sibylla, have you no sense 
of the fitness of things? Is it seemly for the mis- 
tress of Verner's Pride to keep a poor woman, as 
Mrs. Duff is, out of her money; a humble shop- 
keeper who has to pay her way as she goes on ?” 

“I wish Fred had lived! He would never have 
taken me to task as you do.” 

“I wish he had!” was the retort in Lionel’s 
heart; but he bit his lips to silence; exchanging 
the words after a few minutes’ pause for others. 

“You would have found Frederick Massingbird 
a less indulgent husband to you than I have been,” 
he firmly said. ‘But these remarks are profitless, 
and will add to the comfort of neither you nor me. 
Sibylla, I shall send, in your name, to pay this bill 
of Mrs. Duff’s. Will you give it me ?” 

I daresay Benoite can find it, if you choose to 
ask her.” 

“‘ And, my dear, let me beg of you not to eon- 
tract these paltry debts. There have been others, 
as you know. I do not like that Mrs. Verner’s 
name should be thus bandied in the village. What 
you buy in the village, pay for at once.” 

“* How can I pay while you stint me ?” 

**Stint you!” repeated Lionel in amazement. 
*“Stint you!” 

“‘It’s nothing but stinting—going on at me as 
you do!” she sullenly answered. “You would 
like to deprive me of the horses I have set my 
mind upon. You know you would!” 

‘The horses you cannot have, Sibylla,” he an- 
swered, his tone a decisive one. ‘I have already 
said it.” 

It aroused her anger. 

“If you don’t let me have the horses, and 
everything else I want, I'll go where I can have 
them.” 

Lionel, without another word, quitted her and 
walked away. 

He passed on direct to the terrace, avoiding the 
lawn, traversed it, and went out - t the large gates. 
Thence he made his way to Poynton’s, the veteri- 
nary surgeon, who also dealt in horses. At least, 
deait in them so far as that he would buy and sell! 
when employed to do so. 

The man was in his yard, watching a horse go 
through his paces. He came forward to meet 
Lionel. . 

“Mrs. Verner has been talking to you about 
some ponics, she tells me,” began Lionel. ‘ What 
are they ?” 

“A very handsome pair, sir. Just the thing for 
alady to drive. They are to be sold for a hundred 
and fifty pounds. It's under their value.” 

** Spirited ?” 

“Yes. They have their mettle about them. 


Good horses always have, you know, ir. Mrs. 


Veorer ha’ given mre thi Hommies?or. 
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«“ Which I am come to rescind,” replied Lionel, 
calling up a light smile to his face. “I eannot 
have my wife’s neck risked by her attempting to 
drive spirited ponies, Boynton. She knows no- 
thing of driving, is constitutionally timid, and—in 
short, Ido not wish the order executed.” 

“Very well, sir,” was the man’s reply. ‘There’s 
no harm done.” 

Lionel turned to walk out of the yard. 

Jan was coming up the road from Deerham as 
Lionel departed, coming along with his long 
strides. Lionel advanced leisurely to meet him. 

“One would think you were walking for a wager, 

Jan!” 
“Ay,” said Jan. “This is my first round to- 
day. The Bitterworths have sent for me in des- 
perate haste. Folks always get ill at the wrong 
time.” 

“ How is the girl ?” 

“In great danger,” replied Jan. 

“ She is ill, then ?” 

“§o ill that I don’t think she’ll last the day out. 
The child’s dead. I must cut across the fields back 
there again, after I have seen what’s amiss at Bit- 
terworth’s.” 

The words touching Alice Hook caused quite a 
shock to Lionel. ‘It will be a sad thing, Jan, if 
she should die ?” 

“T don’t think Ican save her. This comes of the 
ghost. I wonder hew many more folks will be 
frightened to death.” 

Lionel paused. 

“Was it really that alone that frightened the 
girl and caused her illness? How very absurd the 
thing sounds! And yet serious.” 

“T can’t make it out,” remarked Jan. ‘‘Here’s 
Bourne now says he saw it. There’s only one 
solution of the riddle that I can come to.” 

“ What's that ?”" asked Lionel. 

“ Well,” said Jan, “it’s not a pleasant one.” 

“You can tell it me, Jan, pleasant or unplea- 
sant.” 

“Not pleasant for you, I mean, Lionel. 
you if you like.” 

Lionel looked at him.” 

“Speak.” 

“TI think it must Be Fred Massingbird him 
self.” 

The answer appeared to take Lionel by surprise. 


I'll tell 


© Possibly he had not admitted the doubt. 


“Fred Massingbird himself! I don’t understand 
you, Jan.” 

“Fred himself in life,” repeated Jan. ‘I fancy 
it will turn out that he did not die in Australia. 
He may have been very ill perhaps, and they 
fancied him dead; and now he is well, and has 
come over.” 

Every vestige of color foranok Sionel’s face. 

“Jan!” he uttered, partly in terror, partly in 
anger. “Jan!” he repeated from between his 
bloodless lips. ‘* Have you thought of the position 
in which your hint would place my wife ?—the 
the reflection it would cast upon her? How dare 
you ?” 

“You told me to speak,” was Jan’s composed 
answor. “I said you’d not like it. Speaking of it, 
or keeping silence, won’t make it any the better, 
Lionel.” 

“What could possess you to think of such a 
thing ?” 

“There’s nothing else that I canthink of. Leok 


here! Is there such a thing as a ghost? Is that 
probable ?” 
“Nonsense! No,” said Lionel. 


“Then what can it be, unless it’s Fred himself : 
Lionel, were I you, I’d look the mattes full in the 
face. It is Fred Massingbird, or itis not. If not, 
the sooner the mystery is cleared up the better, and 
the fellow brought to beok and punished. It’s not 
to be submitted to that he is to stride about for his 
own pastime, terrifying people to their injury. Is 
Alice Hook’s life nothing? Were Dan Duff's 
senses nothing?—and, upon my word, I once 
thought there was good-bye to them.” 

Lionel did not answer. Jan continued : 

“Tf it is Fred himself, the fact can’t be long con- 
cealed. He'll be sure to make himself known. 
Why he shouldn’t do it at once, I can’t imagine. 
Unless——” 

“Unless what ?” asked Lionel. 

“Well, you are so touchy on all points relating 
to Sibylla, that one hesitates to speak,” continued 
Jan. “I was going to say, unless he fears the 
shock to Sibylla, and would let her be prepared for 
it by degrees.”” 

“Jan,” gasped Lionel, “ it would kill her.” 

“No, it wouldn’t,” dissented Jan. ‘‘She’s not 
one to be killed by emotion of any sort. Or much 
stirred by it, as I believe, if you care for my opinion. 


§ it would not be pleasant for you or for her, but 


she'd not die of it.” 

Lionel wiped the moisture from his face. From 
the moment Jan had first spoken, a conviction 
seemed to arise within him that the suggestion 
would turn out to be only too true a one—that the 
ghost, in point of fact, was Frederick Massingbird 
in life. . 

“This is awful!” he murmured. “I would 
sacrifice my own life to save Sibylla from pain.” 

“Where'd be the good of that ?” asked practical 
Jan. “If it is Fred Massingbird in the flesh, she’s 
his wife and not yours; your sacrificing yourself— 
8 you call it, Lionel—would not make her any the 
less or the more su. I am abroad a good deal at 
Light, especially now when there’s so much sick- 
aess about, and I shall perhaps come across the 
fellow. Wen't I pin him if I get the chance. 

“Jan,” said Lionel, catching hold of his oro- 
ther’s arm to decain him as he was speeding away, 
‘or they had reached the gate of Verner’s Pride, 
“be cautious that not a breath of this suspicion 

apes you, for my poor wife’s sake.” 

“No fear,” answered Jan. “If it gets about, it 
Wen't be from me, mind. I am going to believe in 
the ghost henceforth, you understand. Except to 
you and Bourne.” 

"If tt gets sbetot(’ nmiechanically answerdd 





Lionel, repeating the words which made most im- 
pression upon his mind. ‘“ You think it will ?” 

‘Think! I*’s safe to,” answered Jan. “Had 
old Frost and Dan Duff and Cheese not been great 
gulls, they’d have taken it for Fred himself, not his 
ghost. Bourne suspects. From a hint he dropped 
to me just now at Hook's, I find he takes the same 
view of the case that I d:.” 

‘Since when have you suspected this, Jan ?” 

“Not for many hours. Don’t keep me, Lionel. 
Bitterworth may be dying, for aught I know, and 
so may Alice Hook.” 

Jan went on like a steam-engine. Lionel re- 
mained standing at his entrance-gate, more like a 
prostrate being than a living man. 

He walked onwards, like one in a fever dream, 
nodding meehanically in answer to salutations; 
answering he knew not what if words were spoken 
tohim. The vicarage joined the churchyard, and 
the vicar was standing in the latter as Lionel came 
up, watching two men who were digging a grave. 
He crossed over the meunds to shake hands with 
Lionel. 

Liorel drew him into the vicarage garden, umidst 
the trees. It was shady there; the euter World 
shut out from eye and ear. 

“TIT can’t beat about the bush; I can’t dissem- 
ble,” began Lionel, in deep agitation. ‘Tell me 
your true opinion of this business, for the love of 
heaven! I have come down to you for it.” 

The vicar paused. ‘‘My dear friend, I feel 
almost afraid to give it to you.” 

**I have been speaking with Jan. 
it may be Frederick Massingbird—not dead, but 
alive.” 

“I fear it is,” answered the clergyman. ‘‘ With- 
in the last half-hour I have fully believed that it 
is.” 

Lionel leaned his back against a tree, his arms 
folded. Tolerably calm outwardly; but he could 
not get the healthy blood back to his face. ‘‘ Why 
within the last half hour more than before?” he 
asked. ‘ Has anything fresh huppened ?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Bourne. “I went down to 
Hook’s; the girl’s not expected to live the day 
through—but that you may have heard from Jan. 
In coming away, your gamekeeper met me. He 
stopped and began asking my advice in a myste- 
rious manner—whether, if a secret affecting his 
master had come to his knowledge, he ought or 
ought not to impart it to his master. I felt sure 
what the man was driving at—that it could be no 
other thing than this ghost affair—and gave him a 
thint to speak out to me in confidence. Which he 
did.” 

** Well?” rejoined Lionel. 

‘* He said,” continued Mr. Bourne, lowering his 
voice, “*that he passed a man last night who, he 
was perfectly certain, was Frederick Massingbird. 
Not Frederick Massingbird’s ghost, as foolish 
people were fancying, Broom added, but Massing- 
bird himself. He was in doubt whether or not it 
was kis duty to acquaint Mr. Verner, and so he 
asked me. I bade him not acquaint you,” con- 
tinued the vicar, “‘ but to bury the suspicion within 
his own breast, breathing a word to none.” 

Evidence upon evid-nce! Every moment brought 
less loophole of escape for Lionel to lean upon. 
‘“* How can it be?” he gasped. “If he is not dead, 
where can he have been all this while ?” 

‘I conclude it will turn out to be one of those 
every-day occurrences that have little marvel at all 
in them. My thoughts were busy upon it, while 
standing over the grave yonder. I suppose he 
must have been to the Diggings. Possibly laid up 
there from illness, and letters may have miscar- 
ried.” 

“You feel little doubt upen the fact itself—that 
it is Frederick Massingbird ?” 

“TI feel none. It is certainly he. 
come in and sit down ?” 

‘*No, no,” said Lionel. And, drawing his hand 
from the vicar’s, he went forth again, he and his 
heavy weight. Frederick Massingbird alive! 


(To be continued.) 
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THE IDLER ABOUT TOWN. 


Yeur Idler is your true philosopher, for 
he walks coolly about, making observations at his 
leisure, and sees more of life in a week than a busy, 
bustling man does ina year. Being always about, he 
drops is upon things which the thousands pass by, 
having no time toispare ; and individual trifies, which 
to others are merely trifles, become from his indepen- 
devt standpoint objects of speculation and of interest. 
The Idler is necessarily intensely : elfish, for his only 
business in life is the pursuit of personal pleasure, his 
sole object to kill time. He is not an amiable cha- 
racter; but let him pass for what he is worth, and as 
he goes his rounds judge him by what he says with as 
little mercy as he metes out to others, 

We were art-wise inclined last week, and loitered 
about for subjects of comment. We thought that we 
would “‘ do” the studios of our recognized celebrities 
first, but we changed our plan and determined to visit 
the looking-glass and picturc-frame galleries, and 
among other places look in upon Church’s latest 
work, ‘Under Niagara;” but we finally concluded 
to take a mild course of the younger artists, in 
order to judge of the tendency of Art at this 
time. Acting upon this sober third thought, we 
climbed up several flight of stairs and strolled into 
Vedder’s studio, where we whiled away 2n hour or so 
in discussing pictures, schools of art and picture men 
generally. fie has a large and varied collection of 
studies that he made while in Europe, which display 
fine feeling for art. His figures are drawn in boldly 
and with freedom and accuracy ; his coloring is singu- 
larly rich and harmonious, and his grouping has the 
air of graceful naturalness. His sketches exhibit 
imagination and feeling, while the attention to details 
proves him to |e a close and appreciative observer. 
One series of sketches which pleased us creatly was 
on the subject of the fable of the “Old Man and the 
Ase.” It is illustrated in several scenes, which are 
fullof character, broadly humorous, admirably drawn, 
and conceived in the true spirit. and which tell every 
point of the fable so faithfully that no eynopsisof the 
subject is needed. We trust that he will produce fin- 
ished pictures from these sketches. They would 
make a sensation. Mr. Vedder is one of our riging 
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of mark. aking of the barrenness of the American 
school in re subjects, we could not but compare 
the facilities for study in this country and in Europe. 
It will be scarcely credited that in the city of New 
York there is but one temale model! Question one 
artist after another, and you will get but one reply, 
““Tuse Mrs. 1—— for my moael.” In fact there # 
but one model, aud that model is Mrs. T——, whose 
classic proportions we are called upon to admire in a 
thousand different forms. There are the casts at the 
National Academy, to be sure, but as they are not 
very favorably situated for study, and as the motto of 
that venerable institution is, “‘ We never move”—and 
they do not—they are not ot much benefit to the class 
for whose use they were intended. Under such cir- 
cumstances it is but little wonder that figure-painting 
should be so lamentably behind every other depart- 
mest pny 2 er Jean I e , 
e next in upon John Inman, the son o 

that Inman of’ whose genius the country may well be 
proud. We found him surrounded by many bijour 
pomene of genre pictures. He seems to have par- 

ly abandoned portrait ting for the present. 
To use his own words, he has been “ out” 
portraits in the southwest at the rate of one per day 
and a half, for ten lost years, so that the human face 
divine has host for him something ofits angelic charm. 
It frequentl; happened that one of the “ chivalry” 
would enter his +tudio in , and pee b 
intention of lea the city next day, request to have 
his portrait | my to take away withhim. N 
daunted by this moderate , the artist went to 
work and ground out a first-rate portrait in — 
four hours, it in a “ real gold” frame, pock- 
etcll some two or three h dollars, and the 
patron and the painter were mutually satisfied. It was 
a — business transaction, in which art suffered only 
4 e. 

We can well imagine that the temptation of makin 
from $6,000 to $10,C00 a year, in so rapid amanner, ws 
hard to resist; butit was resisted at last, and Mr. In- 
man returned to this cityandtoart. Judging by the 
sketohosand picty res an his he. hag tried his 
hand at every style, and with singular success im 
most. For instance, here is a scvered water-mclon, 
8o richly ripe, succulent and cool, that our lips fairly 
water; near by is the por:rait of his dog Gyp, dashed 
in with reat spirit and fidelity, preserving its cha- 
racteristics, and excellent in color; opposite is a half- 
finished portrait of a brother artist, capital in tone 
and wonderful in resemblance; while on his easel is 
one of his clever genre pictures representing an 
interior, with the open old-fashioned fireplace, in 
which, over a wood fire, a is suspended, while, in 
the foreground, stretched full-length om the floor, his 
feet to the fire, is a boy, intently poring over the 

icturesin Frank Leslie's / Uustrated Newspaper, and, 
ike another Alfred, neglecting his o . The 
story is well told, and the treatment is excellent. 

At a second easel in Inman’s studio sits one 
of Frenk Leslie’s special war artists, Edwin Forbes, 
who is about to return to the army of the Potomac, 
which he left after the battle of Antietam. He is 

ainting up one of the many fine sketches of inci- 


of om ay ! in art that he is already neteworthy and 
‘in fen 
gu 





ents hered during his various campaigns, which 
promises tobe a capital picture. Yo as he is, he 
ids fair to be one of the first animal painters in the 


country. He treats his subjects with sentiment and 
feeling, and with a fidelity to nature and a boldness 
of conception which bear the evidence of an original 
mind. If he escapes from the Confederate bullets 
he will make his mirk in the world of art. 

In the next studio, Warren, the marine and land- 
scape painter, is just se grand up of rocks, 
sketched on Mount Desert, Maine. He is treating it 
in a bold and masterly manner, The outline is sharp 
and well-defined, the forms reyes marked, and the 
varied hues which lie on the face of the rocks, and on 
the mosses which fringe their edges and make a velvet 
carpet at their base, are cou::terfeited with a skill 
which marks the careful student of nature, and the 
hand practised in cunning manipulation. It is a work 
of high merit, but the subject owes its interest to the 
poetic feeling wi-h which the artist has invested it. 
Of Mr. Warren’s marine pictures we may speak when 
we drop in upon him again. 

We loitered into several other studios at odd times, 
but what we saw and what we heard must be told in 
a future number. 

Our special idling-place, the Opera, is closed to us 
for the present, and we and the thousand and one 
idlers are in despair. Tenors should have wrought 
iron throats, and not subject us, the peivihegee class 
to inconvenient disappointment through their absurd 
vocal arrangements. It throws us entirely upon our 
own resources, interferes with the general r>utine 
and is positively a bore every way. Mr. Grau will 
however, = ~—y¥ as soon as he has repaired 
damages. The latest musical on dit is that the ubi- 
quitous and constantly turning-up Max Maretzek 
will bring back all his Italian artists from Havana, 
and give us an oe season of several weeks at 
the Academy of M»sic, commencing early in March. 
If true, the news is refreshing. ss 

The Bretto dren, who are giving concerts at 
Dodworth’s Saloon, are eminently worth hearing. 
They are not claimed as prodigies, but as admirably 
trained and highly-talented youths, the oldest being 
hardly fourteen. The two violinists play in fine 
taste; their executive ability is considerable, and in 
precision and intonation they are singularly excellent. 
‘The little fellow who plays the cornet-a-piston is a 
marvel in his way, and his performance excited a 
positive enthusiasm; and deservedly so. for he is, so 
to sneak, a master of his instrument. He is a pupil 
of Schnieber, who should be proudof him. We are 
not much given to hope, for the principle is too active 
to agree with our constitution, but we do haf enter- 
tain a hope that that curious myth, “a erous pub- 
lic,” will support these deserving and highly-talented 
children. LBy-the-bye, it was suggested to us in an 
underhand way, that these little ones were the off- 
spring of Palmer and Gosche, and were consequently 
the Li-bretto children ; but such is not the fact. They 
are good originals, and not doubtful translations. 

Our idle cousin Rumor says that our favorite Gotts- 
chalk is lying very sick at Cincinnati. We trust that 
it is Rumor which is lying, sick or otherwise. It is 
more probable t..at Gottschalk is sick of and not at 
Cincinnati. Our highly and delicately strung pianist 
could hardly be expected to digest pork in so man 
forms ae that city presents, cven though it be plenti- 
fully flavored with mback sauce, alkivg of 
greenbacks reminds us of a conundrum which, though 
trenching a little upon the irreverent, willbe forgiven 
ior its wit—to wit: 

“ Why are the greenbacks like Jews ?” 

Do you give itup? Ofcourse. 

“Because they are the issues of Abraham, and 
know not their redeemer.” 

We made an attempt to stroll into Wallack’s on 
Saturday night, to see the ‘‘ Provoked Husband ;” but 
as some active man had taken the seat which we ought 
to have had, and as a true idler cannot be expected to 
stand, at ease, we left mildly provoked, like the hus- 
band on the pills. It may be all very well for Mr. 
Wallack to have his house crowded b foeune people, 
who insist on paying, but we can tell him that it is 
extremely inconvenient to us, and consequently, un- 
like most of our idic scribes, w- shall magnanimous!y 
refrain from noticing what we did not see. We were 
somewhat consoled when we heard that the imper- 
turbable Moss had sold even the great manager’s 

rivate box, so that Wallack himseli had no seat in 
is own theatre. We rather admire Moss, 

The Jackson dynasty at Winter Garden is not very 
favorable to idlers; it keeps no more cats than can 
catch mice, and the cats, after catching the mice, are 
expected to board themselves. The idea is rather a 
good one and inexpensive, but it can hardly be charac- 
terized as liberal. We will not discuss this matter 
to-day, but simply record that the new piece, ** The 
Chimney Corner,” with Couldock, Davidge, Daven- 
port. etc., is a great and legitimate success. Itisa 
deeply touching pieco, and is acted most admirably. 
Every one should see it. The beautiful Cubas has 
also made a marked hit in “ The Frencu Spy.” She is 
graceful and spirited, and has mach force as a panto- 
mi . 


The piquant, dashing and fnsvinating ~ John 
Wood ig still the star of attraction at Laura Keom's 
T . This week she appears ag Anue Briovegirdle 





in “The Actress by Daylight,” and as Minnie iu 
“* Somebody Else.” 

The young German actor, Mr. Bandmann, created 
a genuine sensation by his personation, in English, of 
the character of py He po Joubted 
dramatic genius of the highestorder. So thorvughly 
hed he mastered the character, that cven a newly ac- 
quired foreign language did not embarrsss him. He 
iuvests the character with a new interest, and gives 
it, to our mind, the only true reading. From his 
entrance to his exit his course wasatriumph. This 
ringle personation has placed him, by one leap, at the 
head of 4) profession, an. the public will look with 
e ness for his reappearance. 

iss Lavinia Warren, who honors Barnum’s Mu- 
seum by her presence, isa genuine curiosity. The 
little m woman is a real lady, and is interest- 
ing in every point of view. Her marriage with Tom 
Thumb isa settled fact, to be consummated en the 
10th of February, after which she will retire into 
priva‘e life, with her wonderful little husband. The 
other attractions at the Museum are as varied and ex - 
eellent as usual. 





s 








A NEW PLAY AT RICHMOND, VA. 


Tue Southern Jilustrated News is a grand 
pictorial paper, published on whitey brown wrap- 
ping paper, in Richmond, and conteins three won- 
derfully bad woodcuts, which vindicate ts title. 
Among its luxuries it rejoices ina dramatic critic 
who is not afraid to criticise. We learn from his col- 
umn that on the 2d of January a new play was pro- 
duced at the Varieties, below the Exchange Hotel, to 
which the admission is 75 cents—colored persons 50 
cents. The novelty on the occasion was a patriotic 
play by a dramatist named James McCabe, jun. He 
has called it “ Guerillas.” The Secesh critic gives the 
plot in these words: 

“The plot _ the play (if 


affair. The ree aoe Ut Seste ee 
tuin-home, where a veteran of the Revolution of ’7é 


receives from his grandsen the particulars of the 
Rich Mountain fight. Hanging upon the wall is the 
sword presented the old man by.Light Horse H 
Lee, and he takes it down and places it in the hands 
of Arthur Douglas, the here of the piece, who is 
shertly after elected captain of a company of = 
illas. yi oy Douglas is betrothed to a Miss Rose 
Maylie (Miss Katie Esteile), who lives in that sec- 
tion. A Yankee colonel is also deeply in love with 
the same lady, and here lies the plot. It is the same 
old story that has been written about until it has be- 
come cntirely threadbare—verily, like a ‘thrice told 
tale.” In the course of the play aiter the usual hard- 
ships and trials, Arthur and Rose are married—they 
are afterwards taken prisoners by Gen. Fremont; but 
Rose, through the instrumentality of a faithful ne- 
" es her escape, while the hero, who has been 
condemned to be hung, is rescued just in the nick of 
time by a handful of guerillas, who make a descent 
upon theentire Yankee army in North-western Virgi- 
— piece closes with the usual happy denoue- 
ment, 
“As a historical drama the piece possesses no 
merit, as wellknown facts in connection with the 
reseut revolution are totally overlooked or ignored. 

e consider this a v oe mistake. The South- 
ern peopie are making history now, and our Southern 
play-write.s should faithful chreniclers of the 
times in which we live. The rising generation de- 
mand this.” 

We have not space for our oyster-house friend’s re- 
marks upon the players, and murt coatent ourselves 
with three ens: 

** Mr. Harrison personated Gen. Fremont. We have 
never seen this distinguished gentlemap, and without 
he falls in the hands of Gen. Stuart nbver are likely 
to, without when we have taken New York we become 
manager of the fashi: nable theatre there. We there- 
fore cannot say whetber the make-up of Mr. Harrisen 
was correct or not. It seemed, however, pretty plain 
that the Pathfinder was out of his path, and aid not 
know what to ssy. Fremont may be as bad a man a8 
the New York Express makes out, and we dare say 
he is, but we don’t think he is quit so bad a man and 
such a fool as Mr. Harrison makes him out. He was 
roared at all the evening, even his favorite contrabands 


‘awed. 

“The Rose Maylie of Miss Katie Estelle was cold 
and careless, She did not seem as if she liked being 
cast for the part—evidently she had not set ‘ heart 
upon it.’ The announcement that her husband had 
been condemned to be hung was received with the 
utmost coolness and nuuchulance. Notwithstanding 
the fact that several dates are embraced in the play, 
she walked through the entire piece with the same 
dress—a muslin body and plaid skirt. 

“* Maj. Tilton, by Mr. Smith, was a remarkably un- 
fortunate individual, who was twice overcome, 
mortal combat, by Arthur Douglas; yet, likea 
with nine lives, persisted in thrusting himself in the 
last scene to be killed again.” 


aes 


Tur phase of civilization, moral and in- 
tellectual, which is developing itself under the Em- 
pire in France, is not to be intcrred from the openio 
of new boulevards, the beautification of Paris, an 
the construction of iron-elads. It is indicated rather 
by the repression of the higher and better intellect of 

ce and the advancement of pamphleteers; by the 
severer seclusion of what is virtuous and respectable 
in social life, and the staring audacity of the demi- 
monde, compored of lorettes and rising grisettes on 
one side, and of stock gamblers, adventurers and 
court favorites on the other. A late incident will 
illustrate our meaning. An actress of the Palais 
Royal, by no means a star of the first magnitude, has 
advertised a sale of “‘ superfluous” diamonds and jew- 
els to the value of $100,000, According to her own 
account, all this, and we must infer a princely fortune 
besides, was acquired by her through singing the 
rondo, '‘ Te souvent-il de la maison dorée,” and by 
showing herself in the “ pretty costume of Pierrot” 
on the stage of a third-rate theatre! She tells all that 
is needful to know of herself in a letter to the editor 
ef Figaro as follows: 

“ Do you remember the little singer of the Bonffes- 
Parisiens in her pretty costume of Pierrot? Poor 
thing! So very thin and delicate was she, that many 
were those—and qe. pernene, in the namber—who 
thought she would end like Germaine in M. About’s 
novel. Well, come one of these evenings to the 
Palais Royal and look at her: I can aesure you that 
the fear of seeing her die of consumption will not for 
amomest trouble your wept poy os Certain] 
not. The little singer has managed to square herself 
in every respect; and this is the reason why she took 
it into her bead to unload herself of some 400,000 or 
500,000 francs of diamonds, Tr pearls, rubies, 
sapphires, emeralds. It is, of course, the superfiux 
she gets rid of; she keeps back the common necessa- 
ries. I have been told that if Figaro were kind 
enongh to announce the sale of my diamonds it would 
make as much poise as that of the castle of the Dame 
Blanche. Such being the case, my dear Figaro, be 
pleased to inform the amateurs that the said jewels 
will be on view, from one to five, next Saturday and 
Sunday, at the Hotel Drouot, in the room No. 7, and 
that they will be sent to sale, according to the jargon 
ef our huissiers—a bad set. Fittingly to reward you, 
I will go and sing at your own house the rondo you 
are so fond of—7> sovvient-il de la maison dorée? 

“Is it agreed upon? And must thanks be before- 
hand returned by your commére, 8 ” 


THERE are seven gaps in the Blue Ridge 
mountains, viz.: Vestell’s, eight miles from Harper's 
Ferry; Snicker’s, 24 miles from the ferry, through 
which passes the branch pike from Alexandria to 
Winchester; 14 miles below Ashby’s is Manassas 


lot it has) is laid in 
va Mountain 
moun- 





Gap, through which runs the railroad; eight miles 
below, in Chester’s Gap, a road not much travelled 
passing throngh it; 20 miles still further down is 


army were hauled in wagons from Culpepper to 
dousville. 


Thornton’s Gap, through which the supplies to Lee's 
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GEN. GEO. W. MORGAN. 


Tus gallant soldier, who has just sealed 
his patriotism with his blood, was a native of Penn- 
sylvania, and spent two years at West Point, from 
June, 1841, to June, 1843, ha been admitted 


from Peanerivees. He became Colonel of the 2d 
regiment Ohio Volunteers, a twelve months’ regi- 
ment, on June 22, 1846, at the head of which he 


marched to the battlefield in the Mexican war. He 
was subsequently breveted Brigadier-General for 
gallant and meritorious conduct at Contreras and 
Cherubusco, in the latter of which battles he was 
severely wounded. The first duty assigned his 

iment was that of convoying provision trains 
from Camargo, on the Rio Grande, to Monterey. 
Information reached him that Gen. Santa Anna 
was marching on Gen. Taylor with an overwhelm- 
ing force, and had sent Gen. Urea around with 
4,000 cavalry, to cut off his supplies and intercept 
his retreat. Morgan was then at Ceralvo with only 
a battalion of about 300 men, and had to decide im- 
mediately whether to attempt to reach the river in the 
rear, or Monterey, more than 60 milesin front. He 
decided to attempt the latter. He then gathered all 
his stores and wagons, except one, into the middle 
of the plaza and burned them, and then formed his 
men into a hollow square, with the one wagon in 
the middle, and started on his perilous retreat for- 
ward. Soon Urea and his 4,000 horsemen ap- 





peared, and formed in the first open space for a 
charge, threatening to ride down the little band cf 
bristling bayonets. Butthey rode furiously up only | 
to break and scatter before reaching the rock of | 
their own destruction. Again and again they | 
formed at every convenient place only to go through 
with the same manceuvre. Never could Urea, with | 
all his efforts, get his men up to the point of the 
bayonet, or often within convenient reach of cold 
lead; while onward went the resolute three hun- 
dred, never resting, except for a few moments at a 
time, in their tracks, and with their arms in their 
hands during the whole long march. Inthe mean- 
time Gen. Taylor had defeated Santa Anna, and 
fallen back with a portion of his army to Monterey. 
From that place he sent out several miles two field- 
pieces, which drove off Urea and enabled Morgan’s 
men to relax a little; but when he ended the march 
many of them were more nearly dead than alive. 
He had, however, accomplished his object, with the 
loss of only one man wounded, and he on the top 
of the wagon. By many acquainted with all the 
circumstances, it was considered one of the most 
remarkable feats of the Mexican war. 


It will be remembered, also, that at the time the 
rebels invaded Kentucky, about the beginning of 
October last, when Louisville was threatened, he 
made one of the most successful movements of the 
present war in his retreat from Cumberland 
Gap. 

During the battle in which he lost his life, at 
Vicksburg, he displayed the most remarkable gal- 
lantry and daring, inspiring his troops with like 
courage and valor, and leading them with the great- 
est ability. 
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GEN. GEORGE W. MORGAN, KILLED AT VICKSBURG, MISS,—FROM A PHOTOGRAPH BY ANTHONY, 


DEFENCES OF CHARLESTON, S. C. 


WE present to-day a most important and 
interesting sketch of the defences now being erected 
by the Confederates, under the direction of Gen. 
Beauregard. As the war commenced before the 





walls of Fort Sumter, it is possible that itmay end 
there. Our Artist, in forwarding the sketch, says: 
‘I herewith send you several most important and 
interesting sketches of a portion of the defences 
of Charleston Harbor, obtained from A. P. Palmer, 
late of the 2lst regiment South Carolina Con- 





“FIGUS 104 THE GULDONY’—A VAVALRY SKIRMISH BETWEEN UNION AND PEBEL TROOPS IN VIRGINIA.—FROM A SKITCH BY Mu. EDWIN FORBES, 





federate Volunteers, who arrived at Hilton Hea" 
on the 3d inst., he having become sick and dis; 
mae with the rebellion, although a native o 

outh Carolina, and till lately a determined soldier 
in the cause. He says he represents a —_ pro- 
portion of his fellow-citizens and soldiers, who, he 
adds, ‘ want to see things cleared up.’ ” 

As Mr. Palmer was actively engaged upon the 
fortifications, and as Gen. Brannan, who suc- 
ceeded Gen. Mitchel at Port Royal, is perfectly 
satisfied of his trustworthiness, the picture in our 
paper of to-day is of striking interest. The corres- 
pondent of the Philadelphia Enquirer says: 

“From the blockading squadron off Charleston we 
hear that every day rebel tugboats are seen busily 
at work at the obstructions in the harbor. From the 
mastheads of our vessels can be seen a chain of raits 
securely fastened to each other, and at the present 
time they are building abutments to more securely 
fasten their rafts. 

“The shore of Sullivan’s Island is one continuous 
line of earthworks, in which are placed the heavivst 
of guns. Morris Island is also well fortified, so that 
to enter Charleston harbor will involve the use of a 
large fleet of vessels.” 


The view is taken from a rising ground behind 
Charleston. 


BANKS EXPEDITION. 
Musical Entertainment at Baton Rouge. 


If anything were necessary to show the sensuous 
nature of music, it would be found in the eager- 
ness with which the contraband race pursue it. 
Our soldiers, with that love of fun which ever 
distinguishes the brave when off duty, got up, a few 
evenings after their arrival at Baton Rouge, an ex- 
tempore musical and Terpsichorean entertainment, 
the darkey element was largely and loudly 
represented. The hall of entertainment was one of 
the extensive rooms inthe U.S. Arsenal building, 
and prominent among the promoters were the 4i-t 
Massachusetts, 13lst New York, and the 25th 
Conn. Volunteers. One of the great features was 
a breakdown, which was danced or rather jumped 
with great vigor, by a couple of contraband 
juveniles. 


iu whi 








A Kansas editor, in reply to a communi- 
cation received, replies in his own columns: “ A fe- 
male cerrespondent sends us an uninteresting piece 
of poetry, and requests us to publish it. The moon 
is called bright; the stars are flattered with their ori- 
gina! appeliation of meek-eyed; the trees come in for 
a full share of glory, and the falling spring is pro 
nounced silver-plated, or something to that effect. 
Besides this, the poem is equally instructive on other 
important subjects. If Mary will send us an affidavit 
that she has washed her dishes, mended her hose and 
swept the house the week after she was ‘ struck with 
the poetic fire,’ we will give in, and startle the liter- 
ary world from its lethargy. For the present we say, 
‘darn’ your stockings, and ‘darn’ your poetry, too. ” 

THE poet Rogers once observed to a lady, 
* How desirable it is, in any danger, to have presence 
of mind.” ‘ Yes,” she quickly replied, “ but I weuld 
rather have absence of body.” 
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REDIVIVA. 
Aun! is it in her eyes, 
Or is it in her hair, 
Or on her tender lips, 
Or is it everywhere? 


"Tis but one little child 
Among the many round; 

Yet she holds me in a spell, 
And I am on holy ground. 


As I look into her eyes, 
The long years backward glide, 
And I am alone with Darling, 
Two children side by side. 


Her sash blows over my knee, 

Her ringlets dance on my cheek: 
And do I see her smile? 

And shall I hear her speak? 


O Love! so royally truthful, 

That your faith and fulfilment were one! 
O world! that doest so much! 

O God! that beholdest it done! 


She looks me clear in the face, 

She says, “‘ Please tell us the time”— 
And I, “’Tis twenty years since— 

Oh! no, ’tis a quarter to nine” 


And the children go for their hats, 
And homeward blithely run; 

But I am left with the memory 
In which Past and Future are one. 


Ah! and was it in her eyes, 
Or was it in her hair, 

Or on her tender lip, 
Or was it everywhere? 








AURORA FLOYD. 


Mr. Matruew Hagrison and Capt. Prodder were both accom- 
modated wiih suitable entertainment at the sign of the Crooked 
Rabbit; but while the dog-fancier appeared to have ample employ- 
ment in the neighborhood—employment of a mysteriou: nature, 
which kept him on the tramp all day, and sent him home at sunsot, 
tired and hungry, to his hostelry—the sailor, having nothing what- 
ever to do, and a great burden of care upon his «ind, found the 
time hang very heavily upon his hands; although, being naturally 
of a social and genial temper, he made himself very much at home in 
his strange quarters. From Mr. Harrison the captain obtained much 
information respecting the secret of all the sorrow that had befallen 
his niece. The dog-fancier had known James Conyers (rom his boy- 
hood; had known his father, the “swell” coachman of a Brighton 
Highflyer, or Skyrocket, or Electric, and the associate of the noble- 
men and gentlemen of that princely era, in which it was the right 
thing for the youthful aristocracy tu imitate the manners of Mr. 
Samuel Weller, senior. Matthew Harrison had known the trainer 
in his brief and stormy married life, and had accompanied Aurora’s 
first husband as a humble dependent antl hanger-on in that foreign 
sravel which had been paid for out of Archibald Floyd’s checkvook. 
The honest captain’s blood boiled as he heard that shameful story of 
treacherous extortion practised upon an ignorant schoslgirl. Oh, 
that he had been by to avenge those outrages upon the child of the 
dark-eyed sister he had loved! His rage against the undiscovered 
murdercr of the dead man was redoubled when he remembered how 
comfortably James Conyers had escaped from his vengeance. 

Mr. Stephen Hargraves, the Softy, took good care to keep out of 
the way of the Crooked Rabbit, having no wish to encounter 
Capt. Prodder a second time; but he still hung about the town of 
Doncaster, where he had a lodging up a wretched alley, hidden 
away behind one of the back streets—a species of lair common to 
every large town, and only to be found by the inhabitants of the 
locality. 7) 

The Softy had been born and bred, and had Jiyed his life, in such 
a narrow radius, that the uprooting of one of the oaks in Mellish 
Park could scarcely be a slower or more painful operation than the 
severing of those ties of custom which held the boorish hanger-on to 
the ncighborhood of the household in which he had so long becn an 
inmate. But now that his occupation at Meish was for ever yone, 
and his patron, the trainer, dead, he was alone in the world, and had 
need to look out for a fresh situatisn. 

But he seemed rather slow to do this. He was net « very prepos- 
sessing person, it must be remembered, and thcre were not very 
many services for which he was fitted. Although upwards of forty 
years of age, he was generally rather loosely descried as a young 
man who understood all about horses; and this qualification was 
usually sufficient to procure for any individual whatever some kind 
ofcmployment in the neighborhood of Doncaster. ‘The Softy scemed, 
however, rather to keep uloof trom the people who knew and could 
have recommended him; and when asked why he did nut seck a sit- 
uation, gave evasive answers, and muttered something to the effect 
that he had saved a little bit of moncy at Mellish Park, and had no 
need to come upon the parish if he was out of work for a week or 
two. R 

John Mellish was so well known as a generous paymaster, that 
this was a matter of surprise to ne one. Stecve Hargraves had no 
doubt hed pretty pickings in that liberal household. So the Softy 
went his way unquestioned, hanging about the town in a lounging, 


uncomfortable manner, sitting in some public-house taproo.. half | 


the day and night, drinking his meagre liquor in « sullen and unso- 
cial style peculiar to himself, and consorting with no one. 

He made his appearance at the railway-station une day, and 
groped helplessly through all the timetables pasted agwinst the walls; 
but he could make nothing of them unaided, and was at iast com- 
pelled to appeal to a good-tempered-looking official who was busy on 
the platform. 

“«] want t’ Liverpool trayuns,” he said, “and I can’t find nowght 
about ’em here.” 


The official knew Mr. Hargraves, and looked at him with a stare 


of open wonder. 

“My word! Steeve,” he said laughing, “what takes you to 
Liverpool? I thought you'd never been farther than York in your 
life.” 

“ Maybe I haven't,” the Softy answered, sulkily; “but that's no 
reason I shouldn't go now. I've heard of a situation at Liverpool as 
I thirk’ll suit me,” 

“Not better than the place you had with Mr. Mellish.” 

Du Ferhaps u:t,” muttered Mr. Hargraves, with a frown darkening 


Divisiluy Las”? 
4 


| 


The railway official laughed. 

The story of Aurora’s chastisement of the half-witted groom was 
pretty well known amongst the townspeople of Doncaster; and I am 
sorry 10 say there were very few members of that sporting commu- 
nity who did not admice the mistress of Mcllish Park something 
more by reason of this little incident in her history. 

Mr. Hargraves received the desired information about the railway 
route between Doncaster and Liverpool, and then left the station. 

A shabby-looking little man, who had also been making some in- 
quirics of the same official who had talked to the Softy, and had 
consequently heard the above brief dialogue, followed Stephen Har- 
graves from the station into the town. Indeed, had it not been that 
the Softy was unusually slow of perception, he might have discovered 
that upon this particular day the same shabby-looking little man 
generally hapened to be hanging about any and every place to which 
he, Mr. Hargraves, betook himself. But the cast-off retainer of 
Mellish Park did net trouble himself with any such misgivings. His 
narrow intellect, never wide enough to take in many subjects at a 
time, was fully absorbed by other considerations; and he loitered 
about with a gloomy and preoccupied expression in his face, that by 
no means enhanced his personal attractions. 

It is not to be supposed that Mr. Joseph Grimstone let the grass 
grow under his feet after his interview with John Mellish and Talbot 
Bulstrode. He had heard enough to make his course,pretty clear to 
him, and he went to work quictly and sagaciously to win the reward 
offered to him. 

There was not a tailor’s shop in Doncaster or its vicinity into which 
the detective did not make his way. There was not a garment con- 
Fectionée by any of the civil purveyors upon whom he intruded that 
Mr. Grimstone did not examine; not a drawer of odds and ends which 
he did not ransack, in his search for buttons by “Crosby, maker, 
Rut for a long timo he mado hio inqufsition In vain, 
Before the day succeeding that of Talbot's arrival at Mellish was over, 
the detective had visited every tailor or clothier in the neighborhood 
of the racing metropolis of the north, but no traces of “ Crosby, 
maker, Birmingham,” had he been able to find. Brass waistcoxt- 
buttons are not particularly affected by the leaders of the fashion im 
the present day, and Mr. Grimstone found almost every variety of 
fastening upon the waistcoats he examined, except that one specisl 
style of button, a specimen of which, out of shape and bloodstained, 
he carried deep in his trousers-pocket. 

He was returning to the inn et which he had taken up his abode, 
where he was supposed to be a traveller in the Glenfield starch and 
sugar-plum line, tired and worn out with a day’s useless work, when 
he was attracted by the appearance of some ready-made garme:its 
gracefully festooned about the door of a Doncaster pawnbroker, who 
exhibited silver teaspoons, oil-paiutings, boots and shoes, drop -ical 
watches, doubtfal rings, and remnants of silk and satin, in his artis- 
tically-arranged window. 

Air. Grimstone stopped short before the money-lender’s portal. 

‘I won’t be beaten,” he muttered between his teeth. “If this 
man has got any waistcoats, I’ll have a look at ’em.” 

He lounged into the shop in a leisurely manner, and asked the 
proprietor of the establishment if he had anything cheap in the way 
of fancy waistcoats. 

Of course the proprietor had everything desirable in that way, and 
from a kind of grove or arbor of all manner of dry-goods at the back 
of the shop he brought out half-a-dozen brown-paper parcels, the 
contents of which he exhibited to Mr. Joseph Grimstone. 

The detective looked at a great many waistcoats, but with no satis- 
factory result. 

“You haven’t got anything with brass buttons, I suppose!” he 
inquired at last. 

Tho proprietor shook his head reflectively. 

“Brass buttons ain’t much worn nowadays,” he said; “but I’ll 
lay I’ve got the very thing you want, now 1 come to think of it. I 
got em an uncommon bargain from a traveller for a Birmingham 
house, who was here at the September meeting three years ago, and 
lost a hatful of money upon Underhand, and left a lot of things with 
me, in order to make up what he wanted.” 

Mr. Grimstone pficked up his ears at the sound of Birmingham. 
The pawnbroker retired once more to the mysterious caverns at the 
back of his shop, and after a considerable search succeeded in find- 
ing what hewanted. He brought another brown-paper parcel to the 
counter, turned the flaming gas a little higher, aud exhibited a heap 
of very gaudy and vulgar-looking waistcoats, evidently of that spe- 
cies of manufacture which is generally called slopwork. 

“These are the goods,” he said; “and very tasty und lively 
things tiey are, too. I had a dozen of ’em, and I’ve only got these 
five left.” . 

Mr. Grimstone had taken up a waistcoat of a flaming check pat- 
tern, and was examining it by the hight of the gas. 

Yes; the purpose ef his day’s work was accomplished at last. The 
back of the brass buttons bore the name of Crosby, Birmingham. 

“You've only got five left out of the dozen,” said the detective; 
“then you've sold seven ?” 

“T have.” 

‘‘Can you remember who you sold ‘em to ?” 

The pawnbroker scratched his head thoughtfully. 

“I think I must have sold ’em all tothe men at the works,” he 
said. ‘ They take their wages once a fortnight, and there’s some of 
‘em crop in here every other Saturday night to buy something or 
other, or to take something out of pledge. I know I sold four or 
five that way.” 

“But can you remember selling one of them to anybody else ?” 
asked the detective. ‘‘1’m not asking out of curiosity, and I don’t 
mind standing something handsome by-and-bye, if you can give me 
the information I want. Think it over now, and take your time. 
You couldn’t have sold ’em all seven to the men from the works.” 

“No, I didn’t;” answered the pawnbroker after a pause. “I re- 
member now, I sol.t one of them—a fancy sprig on a purple ground 
—to Jo-ephs, the baker in the next street; and I sold another—a 
yellow stripe on a brown ground—to the head gardener at Mellish 
Park.” 

Mr. Joseph Grimstone’s face flushed hot and red. His day’s work 
had not been wasted. He was bringing the buttons by Crosby of 
Birmingham very near to where he wantcd to bring them. 

“You can tell me the gardener’s name, I suppose?” he said to 
the pawnbroker. 

“Yes; his name’s Dawson. He belongs to Doncaster, and he 
and I were boys together. I should not have remembered selling 
him the waistcoat, perhaps—for it is nigh upon a year and a half ago 
—on'y he stopped and had a chat with me and my missis the night 
he bought it.” 

Mr. Grimstone did not linger much longer in the shop. His in- 
terest in the waistcoats was evidently departed. He bought a couple 
of secondhand silk handkerchiefs, out of civility, no doubt, ‘and then 
bade the pawnbroker good-night. 

It was nearly nine o’clock, but the detective only stopped at his 
inn long enough to eat about a pound and a quarter of beefsteak 
aud drink a pint of ale, after which brief refreshment he started for 
Mellish Park on foot. It was the principle of his life to avoid 
observatioa, and he preferred the fatigue of a long and lonely walk 
to the risks contingent upon hiring a vehicle to convey him to his 
destination. 





Talbot and John had been waiting hopefully all the day for the 


over his ugly face; “but Me‘iish Park be no piace for me now, and! deteciive’s coming, and welcomed him very heartily when he ap- 
ara’t beeu for a long tume past.” 


peared between ten and eleven. He was shown into John’s own 


room this evening, for the two gentlemen were sitting there smokj 
and talking after Aurora and Lucy had gone tobed. Mrs. Mellish 
had good need of rest, and could sleep peacefully now; for the dark 
shadow between her und her husband had gone for ever, and she 
could not fear any peril, any sorrow, now that she knew berself to 
be secure of his love. John looked up eagerly as Mr. Grimstone 
followed the servant into the room; but a warning look from Talbot 
Bulstrode checked his impetuosity, and he waited until the door was 
shut before he spoke. 

“‘ Now, then, Grimstone,” he said, “ what news ?” 

“ Well, sir, I’ve had a hard day’s work,” the detective answered, 
gravely, “‘and perhaps neither of you gentlemen, not being profes. 
sional, woul i think much of what I’ve done. But, for all that, I be. 
lieve I’m bringin’ it home, sir—I believe I am bringing of it home,” 

“Thank God for that!” murmured Talbot Bulstrode, reverently, 

He had thrown away his cigar, and was standing by the fireplace, 
with his arm resting upon the angle of the mantelpiece. 

“You've got a gardener by the name of Dawson in your service, 
Mr. Mellish ?” said the detective. 

“Ihave,” answered John. ‘But, Lord have mercy upon us! 
yon don’t mean to say you think it’s him? Dawson’s as goods 
fellow as ever breathed.” 

“T don’t say I think it’s any one as yet, sir,” Mr. Grimstone an. 
swered, sententiously; ““bnt when a man as had £2,000 upon him 
in banknotes is found in. a wood, shot through the heart, and the 
notes missin’—the wood bein’ free to anybody as chose to walk in it 
—it’s a pretty open case for suspicion. I shoulil like to see this 
man, Dawson, if it’s convenient.” 

“To-night ?” asked John. 

“Yes; the sooner the better. The less delay there is in this sort 
of business, the more satisfactory for all parties—with the exception 
of the party thut’s wanted,” added the detective. 

**J’ll send for Dawson, then,” answered Mr. Mellish; “ but I ex. 
pect he’ll have gone to bed by this time.”* 

‘‘Then he can but get up again, if he has, sir,” Mr. Grimstone 
said, politely. ‘I’ve set my heart upon seeing him to-night, if it’s 
all the same to yeu.” 

It is not to be supposed that John Mellish was likely to object to 
any arrangement which might hasten, if by but a moment’s time, 
the hour of discovery for which he so ardently prayed. He went 
straight off to the servants’ hall to make inquiries for the gardener, 
and left Talbot Bulstrode and the detective together. 

‘‘ There ain’t nothing turned up here, I suppose, sir,” said Joseph 
Grimstone, addressing Mr. Bulstrode, ‘as will be of any help to 
us ?”” 

“Yes,” Talbot answered. ‘We bave got the numbers of the 
notes which Mrs. Mellish gave the murdered man. I telegraphed to 
Mr. Floyd’s country-house, and he arrived here himself only an hour 
ago, bringing the list of the notes with him.” 

‘‘ And an uncommon plucky thing of the old gentleman to do, 
beggin’ your pardon, sir,” exclaimed the detective, with enthusiasm. 

Five minutes afterwards Mr. Mellish re-entered the room, bring- 
ing the gardener with him. The man had been into Doncaster to see 
his friends, and only returned about half an hour before; so the 
master of the house had caught him in the act of making havoc 
with a formidable cold joint and a great jar of pickled cabbage, in 
the servants’ hall. a 

“Now, you're not to be frightened, Dawson,” said the young 
squire, with friendly indiscretion; ‘of course nobody for a moment 
suspects you, any more than they suspect me. But this gentleman 
here wants to sce you, and of course you know there’s no reason 
that he shouldn't see you if he wishes it, though what he wants 
with you——” 

Mr. Mellish stepped abruptly, arrested by a frown from Talbot 
Bulstrode; and the gardener, who was innocent of the faintest com- 
prehension of his master’s meaning, pulled his hair respectfully, and 
shuflicd nervously upon the slippery Indian matting. 

““T only want to ask you a question or two to decide a wager be- 
tween these two gentlemen and me, Mr. Dawson,” said the detective, 
with reassuring familiarity. ‘ You boughta secondhand waistcoat 
of Gogram, in the Market Place, didn’t you, about a year and « half 
ago?” 

ee Ay, sure, sir. I bought a weskit at Gogram’s,” answered the 
gardener; “ but it weren’t secondhand, it were bran new.” 

“ A yellow stripe upon a brown ground ?” 

The man nodded, with his mouth wide open, in the extremity of 
his surprise at this London stranger’s familiarity with the details of 
his toilet. 

«IT dunno how you come to know about that weskit, sir,” he said, 
with agrin; “it were were out full six months ago; for I took to 
wearin’ of ’t in ’t garden, and garden-work soon spiles anything in 
the way of.clothes; but him as I give it to was glad enough to have 
it, though it was awful shabby.” 

“ Him as you give it to,” repeated Mr. Grimstone, not pausing to 
amend the sentence in his eagerness. ‘“‘ You gave it away, then ?” 

“ Yees, I gave it to th’ Softy; and wasn’t th’ poor fond chap glad 
to get it, that’s all!” a 

“‘ Th Softy!” exclaimed Mr. Grimstone. ‘ Who's the Softy ?” 

“The man we spoke of last night,” answered Talbot Bulstrode; 
“the man whom Mrs. Mellish found in this room upon the morning 
before the murder—the man called Stephen Hargraves.” 

“ Ay, ay, to be sure; I thought as much,” murmured the detec 
tive. “That will do, Mr. Dawson,” he added, addressing the gar 
dener, who had shuffled a good deal nearer to the doorway in his 
uncasy state of mind. ‘Stay, though; I may as well ask you one 
more question. Were any of the buttons missing off that waistcoat 
when you gave. it away?” 

“Not one on ’em,” answered the gardener, decisively. “My 
missus is too particklar for that. She’s a reg’lar toidy one, she is— 
allers mendin’ and patchin’; and if one of t’ buttons got loose she 
was sure to sew it on toight again before it was lost.” 

“Thank you, Mr. Dawson,” returned the detective, with the 
friendly condescension of a superior being. ‘ Good-night.” 

The gardener shuffled off, very glad to be released from the awful 
presence of his superiors, and to go back to the cold meat and pickles 
in the servants’ hall. ) 

“TI think I’m bringing the business into a nutshell, sir,” said Mr. 
Grimstone, when the door had closed upon the gardener. “ But the 
less said the better, just yet awhile. I'll take the list of the num 
bers of the notes, please, sir; and I believe I shall come upon you 
for that two hundred pound, Mr. Mellish, before either of us 
many weeks older.” 

So, with the list made by cautious Archibald Floyd bestowed 
safely in his waistcoat-pocket, Mr. Joseph Grimstone walked back 
to Doncaster through the still summer’s night, intent upon the busi- 
ness he had undertaken. : 

“It looked uncommon black against the lady about a week go,’ 
he thought, as he walked meditatively across the dewy grass ™ 
Mellish Park; “and I fancy the information they got at the Yard 
would have put a fool upon the wrong scent, and keep him on it till 
the right one got worn out. But it’s clearing up, it’s clearing "? 
beautiful ; and I think it'll turn out one of the neatest cases I ev¢" 


had the handling of.” 
(To be continued.) 
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THE FEUDAL TIMES IN 1862. 


A SINGULAR penitential service has been 
performed at Whithby,in England, for the last 700 
years. It was first imposed upon Percy, Bruce ard 
Allatson, three gentlemen boar-hunters, who 
wounded a hermit in Eskdale Sic, ('ctober 16, 1159; 
he died ef his wounds December &th or 18th, which 
would be in 1160, as the ecclesiastical year begins 
with Adveat. By this cruei muriter the said Percy, 
Bruce and Allatson forfeited their lives and their ¢s- 
tates; and the Abbot of Whitby, as in duty bound, 
had them brought to justice, and was about to enforce 
the law aguinst them, when the dying hermit inter- 
posed, saying : **T will freely forgive these men my 
death if they will perform this penance.” And the 
men being present said: “‘ Impose what you please 
upon us, only spare our lives.” Then the holy 
hermit presently entreated the Abbot that their lives 
might be spared, if they would perform this penance 
for the good of their souls; and that they should 
also hold their lands of the Abbot of Whitby on this 
coudition—namely, that on the Aecension Eve they 
should each of them cut a certain quantity of hedg- 
ing near where he was killed, with a knife whi 
shall cost one penny, and bring it on their backs te 
Whitby by nine o’clock A. M.—if it be full sea at 
such hour the penance to caase—andeach of them to 
make a hedge at the water’s edge, and to fix it so as 
to stand three tides without bein 
The Abbot’s officer was to attend them aud to L.ow 
“ Out upow you, out upon you,” three timcs with his 
horn, to remind them of their heimous crime, and 
move them to contrition. 

This service has been performed every year, as it 
never can be full sea at nine A. M.on Ascension Day, 
and it is still continued by the Allatsons and their 
successors, whose land is in Fylingdales. It re- 
mained in the Allatson family till 1755, since which it 
has been owned by a fumily called Herbert, by whom 
the hedge has been regularly made every year, as it 
is expressly = in their writings. Mra. 
Keane, the wile of the present iucumbent of Whitby, 
is a representative oi the Allatson family, being 
fourth in descent from the last Allatson who sold the 
estate; but the service is not now done in a peniten- 
tial spirit, and with the original design; it benefits 
neither the living nor the dead. 


In the days of Mrs. Radcliffe, Monk Lewis, 
and the writers of that school, a novel, well— 


“ A novel then was nothing more 
Than an old castle and a creaking door, 
A distant bovel, 
Clanking of chains—a gallery—a light— 
Old armor—and a phantom all in white— 
And there was a novel!” 


But all that is changed now! Seductive scamps 
with moustaches and soft words, who are tortured 
with sensibility and cap~bie of all sorts of sacrifices, 
except that of paying their washwoman ; “ fast” girls 
who do not hesitate to prostitute their persons, but 
who ask our sympathies because they can “die tor 
Alfred,” who must be a fool, so be it he is really in 
love with them; and women always married to men 
whom they think it only «a venial fault to deceive— 
these form the personnci of modern novels. A blazing 
ballroom, a luxurious boudoir, or « private cabinet ut 
a latitudinarian c7fée—these are the material accessories 
in a modern novel. We are not sure if the bald, old, 
supernatural system of novel-building was not the 
best. 


Tux Prospects o¥ CALIvORNIA.—The Cali- 
fornians are anticipating the time when they shall be 
compelled to turn their attention to other pursuits 
than gold digging. Vlacer mining, in some parts of 
California, has sreaey ceased tuo be prolituble for 
white men. In 1852 gold diggers earned $19 per day, 
and in 1862 they are obliged to be centented with 
$2 50. It is estimated that if the fruitfulness of 
the gold mines continues to decrease in the same ratio 
as it has done for the last ten years,in 1872 no white 
mau will be found at work in the gold mines. Amcri- 
can writers express au opinion that in a few yeare 
Culifornia will get rich by ny! timber to China. 
The latter country, having been densely populated 
for 8, is bare of timber, and the monster forests 
of California could furnish that product for centuries 
to come, and also supply the fleets of steamers which 
will be required for the Chinese rivers. “The 
Chinese,” says a Californian paper, “are alive to 
the benefits of river steamers, and to the advantages 
which shipments on European vessels give in satety 
and certainty of insuranee. Before the pirates made 
the voyages of the junks almost impossible, the 
Chinese merchant calculated to lose one venture in 
three. He now avoids the risk by freighting in 
foreign bottoms. ‘The opening of the rivers will call 
for the construction of a ileet of light draught 
steamers, which California can supply. We have 
faith that the trade may be ours if efforts be made to 
secure it; and that as our mills increase and labor 
diminishes in value we may make steady shipments of 
lumber to Chinn’s great valley, avd, it we will, that 
the return vessels may be loaded with a product which 
will give employment to California looms and spin- 
dies. Our northern forests wil! resound with cheer- 
ful industry, and our shipyards give forth the pro- 
ductions of ingenious labor. Youthful California 
and Oregon will spare to aged China the surplus of 
their forests for the produce of her plains, made 
bare of wood by the wants of centuries of a dense 
population.” 


A curious experiment was lately made at 
Strasburg to effect the union of two animals, so that 
they might, to a certain degree, have a life in com- 
mon, amar nay artificially what nature produced 
spontaneously in the Siamese Twins. Two white 
rats, of the Albino species were selected for the ex- 
periment. An incision was made on the right side of 
the one and on the left of the other, engaging the 
skin and the cellular tissue under it. The surfaces of 
the two wounds were kept closely together by sutures 
and bandages till the sixth day, when union ty the 
first intention yas found to have taken place. They 
then walked side by side, being united by a fleshy 
band. An attempt to poison both by the mouth of 
one did not rucceed, but an injection thrown into the 
jugular vein of one animal was found to have entered 
the superficial femoral veins of the other, showing 
clearly that an intimate vascular union had alread 
taken place between them. This ioteresting eupert 
ment may have an important bearing on restorative 
surgery. 
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Ta Established 1840. For Specimen by Mail, two stumpa, 

000 








The Confessions and Experience ox 
an Invalid. 


UBLISHED for the benefit and as a warning 
and a caution to young men who suffer from 
Nervous Debility, Prematur€ Decay, &c.; supplying 


at the same time the means of Self-Cure. one who 
has cured himself, after being put to at expense 
ery. By in- 


through medical ee and quac 
closing a postpaid addressed envelope, Single Copies 
may be had of theauthor, NATHANIEL MAYFAIR, 
Esq., Bedford, Kings County, N. Y 370 82 





Do You Want Luxuriant Whiskers 
or Moustaches P 
N Y Onguent will force them to grow heavily in 
six weeks (upon the smoothest face) without | 
stain or injury to the skin. Price $1—sent by mail, | 
post free, to Fred on receipt of an order. 
R. G. GRAHAM, 100 Nessau St., New York, | 
- 
75 A MONTH! I want to hire Agents in every 
$7 county at $75 a month, expenses paid, to sell 
my new cheap Family Sewine Machines. Adidrcss, 


30-92 $8. MADISON, Alfred, Maine. 





Beauty.—Hvn1 ’*s BLoom or Rosks, a charming, | 
delicate and natural color for the cheoks or lips; will | 
not wash off or injure the skin. It remaius perma- | 


St., Philadelpbia. 





Sent Free—for the benefit of Nervous Sufferers 
—THE WARNING VOICE; or, The Self-Cure ot | 
Debdility, Consumption, Loss of ay 1 





Almana tai arly 100 Encraviozs. 
16 Gone contains mearly ocravings. Price 


a former Suferer. Inaclosing stamp, ati 
8 


ss 
WELLINGTON, Boston, Mass. 379 83 











RARE CHANCE 


FoR 


Agents, Soldiers, Sutlers and Masons. 
100,000 

Watches, Vest Chains, Lockets, Bracelets, Masonic 
Pins an , Gents’ Seal Rings California Dia- 
mond Ringe, Studs and Buttons, Scarf Pins, Gold 
Pens and Pencils, Ladies’ Chatelaine Chains and 
Pins, Neck Chains, new style of Mourning Sets, etc., 
to be sold for $1 each, and pot to be paid ior until 
you know what you are to get. 

Send 25 cents for a Certificate, which will inform 
you what you can have for $1. Also, our Circuiar to 
Agents, which will give full particulars. 

S. M. WARD & CO., 
382 Box 4876, N. Y. 


Hold Fast that which is Good. 
4%” Bogle’sa Hair Dye, best in the World. 
Rogle’s Hyperion Fluid Restozes and Dresses Hair. 
Bogle’s Balm of Cytherea cures Tan and Pimples. 
aay Cheapest, best and most reliable. Try. Be 
convinced. W. BOGLE, 202 Washington St., Bostun 
Inclose postage stamp for reply. 000a vw" 


RHEUMATISM, WHO HAS IT? 
It has been confessedly acknowledged by thousands 
who have used them, that the Galrano Electro Metal- 
lic Insoles are the only preventive and cure. Sold by 
druggists and shoe dealers generally. Price $1; sent 
by mail for $1 25. METTAM & CO., 429 Broudway. 
Send for a Circular. Secured by English and Ameri- 
can Patents. 381-2 





TO ALL WANTING FARMS. 


Large and thriving Settlement of VINELAND. Rich 
sou, Uf Wheat, Vor, Peaches, 6tc., to be 
seen. Only 3@ miles from Philadelphia. Delightful 


climate. 20 acres tract at from $15 to $20 per acre, 

ayable within four years. Good schools and society. 
idndreds are settling. A ply to CHAS.K LANDIS, 
P. M., Vineland, Cumberland Co., New Jersey. Re- 
port of Solon Robinson and Vineland Rural sent free. 


From Report of Solon Robinson, Ag. Ed. Tribune: 
- “ It is one of the most extensive fertile tracts, in an 
almost level position, and suitable condition for plea- 
sant farming, that we know of this side of the Western 
prairies.” 380-83 





 Psychomancy.”—How either sex may fas- 
cinate and gain the love, confidence, affection and good 
will of any person they choose, instantiy. This stmple 
mental uirement all can possess, securing certain 
success in love, marriage, &c., free by mail, for 25 cts., 
together with a guide to the unmarried of both sexes 
—an extraordinary book, of great interest; third edi- 
tion; over 100,000 copies already sold. Address T, 
WILLIAM & CO., Publishers, box 2,300, Phila- 
delphia. 378-82 





PREMIUM PAID ON PRIZES.— 
Information furnished. Bnet price paid for 
ver. 


A 


bloons, American Gold and S. 
AYLOR & CO., Bankers, No. 16 Wall St., N.Y. 


TO THE LOVERS OF ROMANCE.—Miss 
Brappon’s splendid Romance of ‘‘ JOHN 
MARCHMONT’S LEGACY,” was 
menced in the January nuniber of 
FRANK LESLIE’S LADIES’ MAGA- 
ZINE. To be had of all Booksellers— 
price 25 cents. This number also con- 
tained a fulllength Steel Portrait of 
Mrs. Geo. B. McCLeLtLtan—in addition 
to the superb Colored Steel Fashion 
Plate—and numerous other engravings. 


Get the Best! 
COOLEY’S CABINET PRINTING PRESS, 
e cheapest arf: best thing out. 


Send for Circulars, —— stamp. 
J. G. COOLEY & CO% No. 1 Spruce 8t., N. Y. 


com- 








MRS, LITTELL’S DANCING ACADEMY 


For Young Ladies and Gentlemen is now open at No. 
88 West Twenty-ninth Street, between Sixth and 
Seventh Avenues. 379 


Gold! Gold! 
Full instructions in Ventriloquism, and how to win 
the undying love of the opposite sex, sent by mail to 


any person for Five Cents. Address, 
379 J. F. JAGGERS, Calhoun, Illinois, 


A SPLENDID HOLIDAY GIFT! 














confirmed by the First 


ome 
$60 


ete. By | and cnrjoys 
D. td | wr SHaW & CLARE, 3iddoio-d, 
9 


MMZ. DEMOREST'S 
BEAUTIFUL AND EFFICIENT 


$5 Running-Stitch Sewing Machine. 


The embodiment of practical utility and extreme 
simplicity, makes the useful Running-Stitch ve 
rapidly and perfect with a common needle, and will 
last a lifetime. Its simplicity, efficiency and utilit 

swoon 1h at the New Yor 
State Fair. Any child of six or eight years can under- 
stand it and use it successfully. Putupina neat case, 
with full instructions and 25 needles. Collected on 


— | delivery, or when the $5 is enclosed in the order sent 


free of express charges. A splendid chance for 
Agencies. For particulars, see the Winter Number of 
MME. DEMOREST’S MIRROR OF FASHIONS, 


uent for years and cannot be detected. Mailed free or for Specimens of Sewing, ete., send stamp for Cir- 
for $1. HUNT & CO., Perfumers, 133 South Seventh | culars. 
ooo 








Address, 
378 MME. DEMOREST, 473 Broadway, N. Y. 
A MONTH! Wo want Ageuts at $00 a 


month, expenses paid, to sell our Everlasting 

Pencils, Oriental Burners, and 1:: other new, useful 
articles. Fifteen Circulars scnt free, 

ane. 
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$16. WATCHES. $16. 
Ladies’ Watches. A fine heavy Gold Plate Patent 


Lever Silver Hunting Case ‘V atch, equal to solid 18 &-. 


Gold Watches in finish and geperal Ss tpt Scud 
hy " J. L. FERGUSON, 
° 


208 Broadway, N. Y. 


The Cheapest Jewellery ITouse in the World. Cir- 
eulars sent free. Address J. A. SALISBURY, 
Agent, Providence, BR. I. 382-910 


The Shaler Parlor Skate Dep... 


440 BROADWAY, N. Y. 

Cog is the only Fico: 
Skite the use of which w:! 
perfect a person in the «1: 
of Tea 8 ng. 

CAUTION —The pul ic, 
to avoid imposition, sho. ! 
see that the word PATE. 
ED is upon the solv. 

- y Skating Hall is o» 
, ior instruction. ‘ihe 








daily, and Wedne 
most desirable stock of Ice Skates in the market, for 
000 


sday nig 


sale by O. M. VALL, 446 Broadway. 


A Mervous Sufferers 5 of both Be — 

¥ nm red to healti 
in a few days, r many y of aket nervous eul 
fering, is willing to assist others by sending (free), ov 
the receipt of a postpaid directed —— a copy v. 
the- prescription used. Direct, the v. JOHN M. 
DAGNALL, 186 Fulton St., Boooklyn, N.Y. 3702 








To Consumptives. 


HE Advertiser, having heen restored to health 
in » few weeks, by a very simple remedy, after 
having suffered several yéea¥s with & sef?ro Luna 
AFFECTION, and that dread discase, ConsUMPTICS, 18 
anxious to make known to his fellow-sufferers the 
means of cure, To all who desire & he will send a 
copy of the prescription used (free of charge), with 
directions for preparing and using the same, which 
they will find a sure cure for Consumption, Asthma, 
Bronchitiz, gc. The only object of the advertiser m 
sending the prescription is to benefit the afflicted, aad 
spread information which heconcelves to be invaluabie 
and he hopes every sufferer will try hie remedy, as i 
will cost them nothing, and may proveablessing Par 
ties wishing the prescription will please address 
REV. EDWARD A. WILSON 

Wilvamsburg, Kings County, iv, ¥. 


EIGHT CARD PICTURES 
For $1, at 
K. W. BENICZKY’S 
PHOTOGRAPHIC ROOMS 
No, 2 New Chambers St., cor. of Chathatu St. 


372-840 








PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE WAR. 


If you want to know when the War began, 
If you want to know how ii has been conducted, 
If you want to know who led at different Battles, 
If you want te know how a Camp appears, 
If you want to know how Battles are fought, 
If you want to see how Troops build Bridges, 
if you want tosce Foraging Parties, 
If you want to know the appearance of a Battle-field, 
If you want to know the appearance of a marehing 
Army, 
If you want to sce Portraits of Brave Men, 
If you wart io look at Soldiers fording Rivers, 
If you want to see the Horrors of War, 
If you want to know all about the Rebeltien, 
Buy Frank L&Esiiz’s History oF THR War 
Bur FRANK LE&SLIBn’s HISTORY OF THK War. 
Buy FRANK LesLin’s History oF THE WAX. 
It is illustrated with SPLENDID PICTURES, 
CORRECT MAPS, VIEWS OF FOoiTs, ARSENALS, 
Suirs, BATTLES, MARCHES, &c. It is printed on 
good paper, from clear type, and is the MOST PEK- 
FECT and best illustrated work ever published. It 
contains a FULL AND COMPLETE HISTORY 
OF THE WAR, and the most important events are 
illustrated by MAGNIFICENT PICTURES, 
It is published semi-monthly ; price 25 cts. per part. 
Sold Ki! all periodical dealers. Published by PRAN K 
E, uare, New York, 
SINCLAIR 'TOUSEY, 


LESL o. 19 City Hall 
Dealers supplied by 
General Wholesale Agent, 121 Nassau St., N. Y. 


3820 





Heroic Incidents, Personal Adventures 
AND 


Anecdotes of the Civil War in America. 


A collection of the most interesting and daring deeds . 
performed by our gallant soldiers. It is embellishcd 
with 40 crikiog Tilustrations, beautifully drawn aid 
engraved, and is neatly bound in an Illustrated Cover, 
printed in colors. Price 25 Cents. 


FRANE LESLI£’s 
ILLUSTRIRTE ZEITUNG 


Or German Iliustrated Newspaper. 


Published weekly. Price 8 cents, or $3 a year. 


MURRAY, BDDY & CO.’S 


LOTTERIES ! 


AUTHORIZED BY THE STATES OF 


Kentucky 
AND 
Missouri, 
draw daily, in public, under the superirtcnience of 
sworn Commissioners. 
aa The Managers’ Offices are located: { Covin tov 
Kentucky, and St. Louis, Missouri. 
PRIZES VARY FROM 


$250 TO $100,000! 
Tickets from $2 50 to $20! 


aa Circulars, giving full explanation «ci! .!¢ 
Schemes to be drawn, will be sent, freo of expens 
by addressing 





MUBRAY, EDDY & CO., Covington, Kenta-»; 
Oh, 


MURRAY, EDDY & CO.. &, Louis. Misso:r', 








FRANK LESLIE’S ILLUSTRATED NEWSPAPER. 


(Jan. 31, 1863. 
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THE PAPER PANIC. 
EpiTor OF RURAL PaPER (meeting a ditto ditto)—‘‘ What's this, Smith, turned rag- 


Where are my 


Wire (deprecatingly)—‘' Hem—yes—you see, my dear, the premium upon linen rags 


was so high that—a—I was tempted to sell them to the junk man.” 


[ Sensation. } 


picker, eh?” 





Ditto Dirro—* Yes, ’pon my soul, Pll have to gather the materials and get the paper 


made before I can print my next issue.” 





FRANK LESLIE’S LADIES’ MAGAZINE, 
The FrprvaRy number, Is NOW READY, 
and will be found especially interesting 
to the Ladies. The splendid Romance 
of ‘‘Joun Marcumont’s LeGacy,” by 
the author of ‘“‘Lady Audley’s Secret,” 
is continued—and in addition a new 
series of original Stories, Poetry and 
entertaining Miscellany. The Fasnion 
DEPARTMENT in this number is unusually 
rich in illustration and description, and 
may be relied on as giving the most 
accurate resumé of the fashions. 

For sale at all News Agencies. Single 
copies 25 cents. Annual subscription 


$3. 
FRANK LESLIE, Publisher, 
rs 19 City Hall Square, N. Y. 


JOHN TAYLOR & SONS, 


Albany Brewers, 
HAVE REMOVED TO THEIR 
NEW WAREHOUSES, No. 3344 GREENWICH BST., 
Nos. 23 and 25 JAY STREET, 
AND 321 WASHINGTON STREET, N. Y. 

Their Brewing establishment at Albany is one of 
the largest in this country, in which are introduced 
all the new improvements in machinery, in this and 
ether countrics. 

Their Malting Houses, where they manufacture 
their own malt, are all conducted under the personal 
superintende ice of themselves. 

"hey therefore fecl confident in challenging oom- 
parison with any other brands of Ale produced in this 
or any other any o 

They guarantee their article to be made from the 

PURE JUICE OF THE BARLEYCORN, 
nnadulterated by any WEST INDIA MALT, or other in- 
gredients used to produce CHEAP Ale or Beer— 
which this country is flooded with. 

FOR OVER FORTY YEARS, 
‘aning which time this House has been in successful 
operation, it has been the chief aim of the Firm to 
produce an article of Ale equal to any Brewed in the 
World! 

Their whole means and time have been expended 
in perfecting such improvements as would overcome 
the extreme changes of climate we are subjected to in 
this country. 
rHEY BEG LEAVE TO INFORM THE PUBLIC, 


that they feel the fullest confidence in recommending 
heir Brands of 
ALBANY IMPERIAL CREAM AND XX ALES, 


1s equal in quality, purity and excellence to any 
sroduced for Northern, Southern or the West India 





soarkets. To be had in Casks, Half-Casks and Butts. 
BREWERY : 
No, 133 BROADWAY, CUR. ARCH, ALBANY. 
DEPOTS: 


14 GREEN WICH, COR. JAY, NEW_YORK. 
i117 COMMERCIAL, COR. RICHMOND, BOSTON. 


Beautiful Microscope for 28 cts., 


Cfacx: FYING 560 times, mailed on receipt 
i éf price. Five of different powers, $: Ad- 
iress F. B. HOWEN, Box 220, Boston, Mass. ° 








India-Rubber Gloves cure Chapped Hands, 
Salt Rheum, &c., and render them soft, smooth and 
snowy white; are impervious to water either hot or 
edid, and are au excellent protection in all kinds of 
housework. ee — Se a gaa: Sent 
byanail on receipt of p stamps to pay postage. 

Ladies’ sizes ty cents a pair; Gents’ sizes, $1 00, 

GOODYEAER’ I. E. GLOVE MPG GO.., 


205 mM. Y. 
Bevery description of Rubber Goods, Wholesale and 
Retail. 31-40 





AGENTS & SOLDIERS, 


In Camp or Disch , can make easily $15 per da: 
selling our pm ~S and wonderful Union Prise 
and Stati y Packag Containing Fine Writing 
Materials, Games, Likenesses of Heroes, Camp Com- 
anions Hints, Receipts, Fancy and useful articles, 
ich Gifts of Jewellery, etc., etc., worth over $1, for 
only 25 cents. Unique, valuable and useful. Just 
the thing for a present to your friend in the Army. 
Every Soldier wants one, and no Family should 
without them. Soldiers in Camp can act as Agents, 
and make mo fast. A SPLENDID Rg so Ma 
ranted asa timekeeper , presen ee 
who act as Seeats. Profits immense, Sales quick. 
P 6 in endless ey A at all prices. Fine 
prices, md for NEW 
Circulars EXTRA inducements. 
S. C. RICKARDS & CO., 102 Nassau street, N. Y. 
a and oldest Prize Package House in the world. 








“BALLOU BROTHERS) 
PRENCHLYOKE SHIRTS 


103 BROADWAY, NLY., 


have on hand 
Pitt LARGEST ASSORTHENT OF 
UNDER SHIRTS AND DRAWERS, 

Made of 

MERINO, LAMBS WOOL, 
SILK. SHAKER FLANNEL, 
WHIT! AND SCARLET KLANNE I 
CANTON FLANNEL AND BUCKSKIN 
Also Just Received from Manwfactor) 
A New Lot oft 
ROBES DE CHAMBRI 
At Wholesale and Hetat!. for Cash 


at lassthanthe usual prices 














A really Valuable Microscope, one that 
a child can use, sent free. by mail, on receipt of 38 cts. 
Address 8. WOODWARD, P. 0, Box 3273, Boston. 

1-80 





Important to Agents.—We have reduced the 
ered ing of our great STATIONERY ,PORT- 
FOLIO PACKAGBS. e also give better Watches 
to our Agents than any other firm. Send stamp for 
new Circular, WEIR & CO., % South 3re St., Phila. 

0000 





10,000 AGENTS WANTED! 
Business permanent, respectable and very profitable. 
Enclose stamp for fullparticulars. Address JONES 
& CLARK, 80 Naseau street, New York. 3830 
“Finkle & Lyon” Sewing Machine Co., 

538 Broadway, N. Y. 

Five things to consider in buying a Sewing Ma- 
chine: 

ist—Is it simple and easily understood ? 

2d—Is it durable and easily kept in order? 

3d—Is it adapted to great range of work? 

4th—Does it do its work well? 

5th—Is it protected from patent litigation ? 

To all of which we answer in the affirmative as to 
our Machine, and further say that 

We warrant every Machine we sell to give better 
satisfaction than any other, or we will refund the 
money. Please call and examine, or send for a Circu- 
lar, which, with price list and samples of work, will 
be sent by mail free. Agents wanted. 0000 





ARMY SHIRTS! ARMY SHIRTS!! 
AT PARRISH’S SHIRT FACTORY, 
323 CANAL Street, N. Y. 


SUPERIOR DRESS SHIRTS. 
Made to measure, Fit guaranteed. $21 and $24 


per ddzen. 
sar Family Supply Store of Bosoms, Collars and 
Wristoands, for Shir?-making. * 366-910 








$40 per Month snd expenses paid. For par- 
ticulars, address (with stamp) HARRIS BEOS., 
Boston, Mass, 372-840 








A Beautiful Gold Plated, perfect time- 
keeping Watch, English movements, for only 
$5. Rratthes and Fine Jewellery at low prices. 

C. P. NORTON & CO.,40 Ann St., N. Y. 








a 


DR. STERLING’S AMBROSIA is a stimulating 
oi. y extract of Roots, Barks and Herbs. It will cure 
all diseases of the scalp, and itching of the head; en- 
tirely eradicates dandruff. prevents the hair from fall- 
ing out, or from turning prematurely gray, causin 
it to grow thick and long. It is eutirely differen 
from all other preparations, and can be relied on, 

H. STERLING, 493 Broadway, New York. 
For sale by Druggists. Put up in a box containing 
two bottles. Price $1. 382 


SKATES FOR THE MILLION ! 
And Everything in the Skating Line. 


D 


AP Ie i 














“THE LATEST KINK.,.”’ 


Woodham’s Self-Cleaning Fastenings can be attached 
toany Skate, 
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RED. WOOO 


"ALF 
Sportsmen’s Depot, No. 424 Broadway, 
Between Canal and Howard Streets, N. Y. 

SKATES MADE, GROUND AND REPAIRED. 


Only depot for “ Ludden’s” Telescopic Smoking 
Tubes and Chargers. 3800 






HAM 


CHICKERING & SONS on 
NEW SCALE 
GRAND, SQUARE AND UPRIGHT 


PILANOFORTHS. 


50 PRIZE MEDALS 
Have been awarded to Messrs, C. & Sons, for the su 
periority of their manufacture over all competitors 
WAREROOMS: 
adi Broadway, New York. 
37 





Lands.e—TO ALL WANTING FARMS, Thriving 
Settlement, Rich Soil, Mild Climate: see advertise. 
ment of Vineland, on page 303. 





$2 to $5 per Day !—Agents, local and travel- 
ing. wanted everywhere. Business honorable, EASY 
and attractive. Article of quick sale, good profits, 
and alike useful to citizen or soldier, man, woman or 
child, Vull particulars sent free, or box of sample, 
by mail, 31 cents. Cc. J_BESTOR, 
381-30 271 Main street} Hartford, Conn. 
Grover & Baker’ 
rover ers 
CELEBRATED 
Noiseless Sewing 
Machines. 


y ». Acknowledged to be superior 
Zs to all others, 


© 495 BRoapwar, New York. 













THE WAR!—THE PICTORIAL HISTORY 
OF THE WAR, published by Franx 
LEs.i®, is the only reliable record of the 
present important struggle. It is proper- 
ly illustrated with splendid Pictures, 
Maps, Views of Forts, Arsenals, Battles, 
Ships, Marches and every other military 
measure. For sale at all News Depots. 

SINCLAIR TOUSEY, 
General Agent, 
rs) No. 121 Nassau street, N. Y. 
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Made to Measure at $21, $24 and $30 
PER DOZEN. 
SELF-MEASUREMENT FOR SHIRTS. 
Printed directions for self-measurement, list of prices, 
and drawings of different styles of shirts and collars 
sent free everywhere, 
FRENCH FLANNEL ARMY SHIRTS, $24, $27, $30 
and $33 per dozen. 
5. W. H. WARD, from London, No. 387 Broadway. 


Something New for Ladies to do.— 
WILL PAY SPLENDIDLY. Call or address, en- 
closing 3c. postage stamp, DR. E. B. FOOTE, 1130 
Broadway, N. Y. Office hours from 1to8 P.M. 383-60 


$10—Johnson’s Union Washing Machine 
—Stands unrivalled as the cheapest, best and most 
reliable for Hospitals, Hotels and Families generally 
—PRICE $10, 

J. JOHNSON & CO., 457 Broadway, N. Y. 





$8—Johnson’s Union Clothes Wringer. 
made or gaivanized iron and vulcanized India rubber. 
Never gets out of order. 1s admitted to be the best in 
use, and will fit any tub or box—PRICE $8. 
0000 J. JOHNSON & CO., 457 Broadway, N. Y. 


ffl! onromen, ATT 


TRIUMPH. 


STIKINWAY & SONS, Nos. 83 and 8 Walker 
Street, N. Y., were awarded a FIRST PRIZE MEDAL 
at the late Great International Exhibition, London 
There were two hundred and sixty-nine pianos from 
all parts of the world entered for competition. 

The special correspondent of the New York 7imes 
says: 

** Messrs. Steinway’s endorsement by the Jurors is 
emphatic, and stronger and more to the point than 
that ofany European maker.” 0000 


Howard Association, Philadelphia, Pa- 
Valuable Reports on Virulent and Chronic Diseases 
and I’hysical Debility. Sent in sealed letter en 
velopes, tree of charge. Address DR. J. SKILLIS 
HOUGHTON, HOWARD ASSOCIATION, No. : 
South-Ninth street, Vhiladelphia, Pa. 380-830 


7 
To Consumptives.—You will get the Recip 
for a sure cure for Coughs, Colds, Consumption and 
all Lung complaints, by sending to D. ADEE, 3%! 
Pearl Street, N. Y. He sends it free. Write for it. 
It has cured thousands, 0000 


FRIENDS OF SOLDIERS! 


LL Articles for Soldiers at Baltimore, Wash 
A ington, Fortress Monroe, Harper’s per. 
Newberve, Port Royal,ana all other places, should 
be sent, at half rates, by HABNDEN’S EXPRESS 
No. 74 Broadway. Sutlers charged low rates. 000 
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